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X Memoir of Thomas Hey wood. 

Noah's ark down to the building of the laft new 
man-of-war, and of all fizes from ftatcly folio 
down to modeft duodecimo, li therefore, wc 
were to eftimate a man's life by the number and 
extent of his works, we fliould fay that Thomas 
He}nvood had not been gathered to his fathers 
until he had arrived at a ripe old age ; but 
whether, according to the ordinary mode of cal- 
culating human exiftence, he lived to any great 
length of days, the few materials within our reach 
do not enable us to afeertain. The time of his 
birth and death are alike unknown : the place of 
the firft may be colledled from his works ; but as 
to the laft, we are unable to trace him to his 
grave. We learn from A fimerall Elegy ^ upon 
the death of Sir George St Poole^ of Lincolnejhire^ 
my Country-man^ (2) that he was a native of that 
county ; and from the dedication of Cartwright's 
Edition of his Apology for Adlors, that he was 
a Fellow of Peter Houfe, Cambridge. (3) 


(2) Printed in Heywood^s P leaf ant Biahgms and 
Drammds, Lond. 1637, p. 252. 

(3) Hey wood himfelf in hh Apology for Aeiors {1612) 
alludes to tlie time of his refidence in Cambridge 

“ In the time of my reiidence in Cambridge, I have feen 
tragedy^, comedyes, historyes, paflorals, and fhewes, 
publicldy a6led, in which the graduates of good place 
and reputation have bene fpecially parted.'*' 



Mamir of Thomas Hey wood. , xi 

This ftatement is probably corre6l, and nearly 
all bis extant works clifplay extcnfive general 
reading, and conficlcrablc claffical attainments, 
heroin the iiianner in which he alludes to his 
family, (4) it may be inferred that it held a 
rcfpcdablc rank in focicty: in the Dedication 
to The Efiglijh TnwcUcr^ addreffed to Sir 
Henry Appleton, he fpcaks of the ** alter- 
nate love and thofc frequent courtefies which 
interchangeably paffed between yourfelf and 
that good old gentleman, mine uncle (Mafter 
Edmund Hey wood), whom you pleafed to grace 
by the title of father and in the fame place, he 
alludes to my countryman, Sir William Elvifh, 
whom, for his unmerited love, many ways ex- 
tended to me, I much honour.’' 

In what year Hey wood came to London we 
have no account ; but on the i4th06lober, 15 96^ 
a perfon whofe name Hcnflowc fpells Hawode” 
had written a book, or play, for the Lord Ad- 
miral’s Company. On the 25th of March, 1598, 
we find Thomas Hawoodc” regularly engaged 
by Hcnflowe as a player and a fharer inthe com- 
pany. From this date, at all events until the 


(4) It may here be noted that he was in no way related 
to John Hcywood, the elder dramatifl, with whomSchegel 
feems to have confounded him. 
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death of Queen Anne, the wife of James L, Hey- 
wood continued on the ftage ; for in the account 
of the perfons who attended her funeral, he is 
introduced as ^‘one of her majefty's players/' 
After quitting the Lord AdmiraFs Company, on 
the acceffion of James L, Heywood became one 
of the theatrical fervants of the Earl of Worcefter, 
and was by that nobleman transferred to the 
queen. was, my lord/' (fays Heywood in 
dedicating one of his books (5) to the Earl of Wor- 
cefter) “ your creature, and amongft other your 
fervants, you beftowed me upon the excellent 
Princeffe Q. Anne, .... but by her lamented 
death your gift is returned againe into your 
hands/' 

On the authority of Plenflowe we learn, that 
In December 1598, he wrote a piece called War 
without Blows, and Love without Suit; and in 
February, 1598-9, (following) another entitled 
Joan as good as my Lady, Neither of thefe 
appears now to be extant, either in a printed or 
manufeript form. The four Prentices of London, 
though not apparently printed until 1615, muft 
have been written about this time. (6) 


(5) Nine books of Various Hiflory concerning Women, 
folio, Lend. 1624. 

(6) Heyi^^ood fpeaks of it in the Dedication as ‘^written 
many yeares fmee, in my Infancy of Judgment in this 
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His firfl printed produ6lions were the feries 
of liiftorical plays on Edward the Fourth and 
Queen Elizabeth. Thefe were publiilied furrep- 
titioufly and without his name — the former in 
1600, and the latter in 1605-6. Both are in 
black letter. The text of the firft part of Queen 
Elizabeth is, as the author himfelf complains, 
very corrupt, and can only be confidered the 
fragment of a play. We may alTume that it 
found its way to the prefs by means of fliort- 
hand notes, taken in the theatre while the drama 
was in courfe of reprefentation. Why- the 
author did not think it worth while, in any fub- 
fequent impreffion, to render it more complete, 
we know not. The fecond part, which deals with 
the events of Elizabeth’s reign, is, as our readers 
will perceive, much more perfedl, and runs out to 
a much greater length : from that, we feel per- 
funded, nothing important was omitted. We 
probably have it in the editions of 1606, 1609, 
and 1633, pretty much in the form in which it 
came from Hey wood’s pen, when it was firft 
afted, quite early in the reign of James I. In 
the edition of 1633 we find it moft materially 


kinde of Poetry, and my firfl praftife — and further on 
hefayes: Playes were then fome fijtcene or Jlxte&ne 

yeares a^oe it was in the falhion.” 
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altered fubfequent to the Chorus,” and the 

Chorus ” itfelf is there new, having been de- 
figned to prepare the fpedlators for the great 
event about to fucceed in the reprefentation, vix., 
the defeat of the Spanifli Armada. This inci- 
dent had been but briefly and imperfcdlly treated 
in previous editions, and it feems more than 
likely that Heywood liimfelf introduced the 
changes, and made the additions, on revival, 
for the fake of giving the drama incrcafed effeft 
and greater novelty. That revival, we take it, 
followed the revival of the firfl part of the fame 
fubjedl, and was perhaps confequent upon' the 
favour with which its renewed performance had 
been received by public audiences at the Cock- 
pit Theatre. 

Our impreffion of this portion of the drama 
(we mean the portion including and following 
the “ Chorus ”) is from the edition of .1633, under 
the perfuafion that the author meant that his 
work fliould permanently (as far as fuch produc- 
ti6ns were at that period confidcrcd permanent) 
bear that fhape. However, for greater com- 
pletenefs, and to afford ready means of compari- 
fon, we have fubjoined the brief fccnes of this 
conclufion of the drama, as they appear in the 
earlier impreffions. 

Befides the firft part of If You hmm not Me^ 
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You knoio Nobody, which is devoted to the 
‘^Troubles of Queen Elizabeth” Heywood left 
behind him a profe narrative of the events of 
her lifCy from the elevation of her fifter to her 
own acceffion. In this hiftory he goes over many 
of the circumftances of his play ; and it is the 
more worthy of attention, bccaufe it may be faid 
in a degree to fupply fome of the obvious de- 
ficiencies of his drama, in the curtailed and 
deci'epit fliape in which it has reached our 
hands. In the Notes to this volume we fupply 
fuch extradls from it as afford illustrations of 
the feenes of the drama. It was printed in Lon- 
don, with the following title : — 

“ England’s Elizabeth : her Life and Troubles, during 
her Minoritic from the Cradle to the Crowne. Hlftorically 
laid open and interwoven with fuch eminent Paffages of 
State as happened under the Reigne of Plenry the Eight, 
Edward the Sixt, Q. Mary ; all of them aptly introducing 
to the prefen t Relation. Piy Tho. Heywood. — London, 
printed by John Beale, for Philip Watcihoufe, and are to 
be fold at his Shop at St. Paul’s head, neerc London- 
flone. 1631.” 

This is a fmall duodecimo of 234 pages, be- 
fidcs the preliminary matter. 

Two of Hey wood's beft plays, A Woman Jdlled 
with Kindnefs, and The Fair Maid of the Ex- 
change, were printed in 1607. The date at 
whicli the former was originally brought out, is 
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afcertained with unufual precifion from Hen- 
/lowers Diary, as printed by the Sliakefpeare 
Society in 1845, pp. 249, 250, where the follow- 
ing entries occur : — 

Paid, at the appointment of the company, the 6tli 
of March, 1602, unto Thomas Hey wood, in full 
payment for his play, called A Woman Killed 
with Kmd 7 iefs, the fum of . . 

Paid, at the appointment of Thomas Blackwood, 
the 7th of March, 1602, unto the tailor which 
made the black fatin fuit for the Woman hilled 
with Kindnefs, the fum of 

The play, therefore, was finifhed when Hen- 
flowe paid 3 for it ; and we may conclude, 
perhaps, that the black fatin fuit ” was worn by 
the hero after the fall of his wife, and when fhe 
was dying, in confequence of the undeferved 
tendernefs with which fhe had been treated by 
her forgiving husband. Nothing can be more 
tragically touching than the later fcencs of this 
fine moral play. 

The earlieft printed notice yet difeovered of 
A Woman Killed with Kindnefs is found in The 
Blacks Books, by T. M., 1604, where it is coupled 
with The Merry Devil of Edmonton, The words 
of the author are : — 

And being fet out of the Shoppe, (with her man afore 
her, to quench the jealouzie of her Husband) fhee, by thy 
infirudions, fhail tume the honeft fimple fellow off at the 
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next lurning, and give him leave to fee the merry Dwell 
t)/ Eiimioifon., or a Woman kild with kindnejfe^ when 
his Millrefs is going her felfc to the fame murtherd’ 

Of The Faire Maid of the Exchange Mr. Bar- 
ron Field gives the following account : — 

The Royal Exchange was then full of {hops, like a. 
baiaaar. The Fair Maid, Phillis Flower, though her 
parents arc wealthy, is an apprentice to afempdrefs in this 
Exchange ; and, one night, in company with a female 
fcrvanl, taking home feme work to a lady at Mile-End, 
they arc aflaulted by Scarlet and Bobbington, two men of 
l>rokcn fortune, from whom they are at tirft refeued by 
the Cripple with his crutch ; and, the ruffians having re- 
turned, fecondly by the afliflance of Frank Goulding, the 
lover-hero of the comedy. Grateful for their fervices the 
Fair Maid falls in love, not with Frank, but wath the Crip- 
ple. Frank is the younger brother of Ferdinand and An- 
thony Goulding, who afterwards fevcrally confide to him 
their paffion for the lame Fair Maid. Frank feoffs at 
love, but is fubrcquently Iiimfelf caught in the vqtj fame 
fharc. The two elder brothers, overhearing each other 
confofs their love for the fame objed, fet about mutual 
circumvention, aiul cntrufl their refpedive hratagems to 
f’hank, who, by the help of his friend the Cripple, cheats 
them both, and in the difguife of his crooked habit/' 
eventually gains the hand of the Fair Maid. Her father 
liad favoured the fuit of Ferdinand, and her mother that 
of Anthony ; but they arc all out-witted by Frank, and 
rejix'led by }?hiliis. Our dnunatifl has not dared to let 
his deformed Crip|)le accept the offered love of the hero- 
ine ; and this at the expenfc of dchroying the interefl we 
take in her, by making her mofl unaccountably transfer 
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her affe<5lions at laft, for the mere purpofe of letting tht* 
curtain fall upon her marriage with fomebody. But this 
is a comedy of intrigue, though containing one well-drawn 
charader ; and in comedies of intrigue the ladies rcfeni” 
ble pullets, who transfer their affeeflions to the cunningefi 
conqueror, and are as readily deceived by the difguife 
of drefs as Dame Partiet takes a lump of chalk for an 

To conclude the argument of this comedy. There is 
an underplot, which is not fo good. Bowdlcr and Bernard, 
two fpendthrifts, but friends of the Cripple, make love to 
Moll Berry, who treats both with witty clifdain ; but is 
really in love with Bowdler, and even affiances herfclf to 
him. Bernard owes her father a hundred pounds, for 
which he caufes him to be arrefted ; when the Cripple per- 
fuades her, moll unaccountably, that fhe is in love with 
Bernard, and to marry him : this fhe does, and then offers 
herfelf to her father, as bail for her husband, who, upon 
the ufual promife of reform, is forgiven and releafed. 
There is a Hill more unneceffary incident of Mailer Flower’s 
lending Bobbington ten pounds upon a diamond, which 
afterwards' appears to have been flolcn ; and the comedy 
concludes with the father of our bride and bridegroom 
being taken before the judgtis upon a charge of felony, 
leaving us in ignorance of the refult.” 

In his Specimens Charles Lamb, after quoting 
the feene where’ Cripple offers to fit Frank 
Golding with ready-made Love Epiftles, ob- 
ferves : — • 

The above latire againflfome dramatic plagiarills of 
the time is put into the mouth of the Cripple, who is an 
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excellent fellow, and the hero of the comedy. Of his 
humour this extradl is a fufhcient fpecimen ; but he is de- 
fcribed (albeit a tradefman, yet wealthy withal) with 
heroic qualities of mind and body ; the latter of which 
he evinces by refeuing his miflrefs (the Fair Maid) from 
three robbers by the main force of one crutch luflily ap- 
plied ; and the former by his foregoing the advantages 
which this a(flion gained him in her good opinion, and 
bellowing his wit and fineffe in procuring for her a huf- 
band in the perfon of his friend Golding, more worthy of 
her beauty, than he could conceive his own maimed and 
halting limbs to be. It would require fome boldness in a 
dramatill now-a-days to exhibit fuch a character ; and 
fome luck in finding a fufficient adtor, who would be will- 
ing to perfonate the infirmities, together with the virtues 
of the noble cripple.’" 

In 1608 The Rape of Lticrecev^zs publifhed in 
its firft form ; but in later editions it was confi- 
derably enlarged, and fome new fongs were 
added. Of this play a modern writer has thus 
fpoken 

The Rape of Lucrece is a fort of dramatic monfler, in 
the conflriidtion of which every rule of propriety is vio- 
lated, and all grace and fymmetry are fet at defiance. The 
author, one would fuppofe, mufl have produced it when in 
a flate of inebriety ; in which a man of genius may fre- 
quently, amidfl flrange and foolifh things, give birth to 
poetictil and impaffioned conceptions. The dignified cha- 
radlers of Roman flory are, in this play, really infedled 
with the madnefs which Brytus only affumes. But, with an 
exuberance of buffoonery and conceits, are mingled a con- 

b 2 
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fiderable portion of poetry and fome powerful fccncs. 
Upon the -whole, this fmgiilar compofition, with all its ab- 
furdities, contains fo much that is really excellent, that 
it is well worthy of forming a part of this collec- 
tiond’ (7) 

The Four Ages, which extended in time of 
publication over more than twenty years, fornt 
in their complete fequeiice one of Heywood’s 
moft interefting and important works. He has 
dealt very beautifully with the old mythological 
legends ; though he is doubtlcfs under very confi- 
derable obligations to his great prcdeccffor Ovid. 

Of thefe five plays, 7 he Golden Age appeai'ed 
in 1611 ; the Silver and Brazen Ages in 1613, 
and the two parts of The Iron Age not until 1632, 

It was the intention of Heywood to have pub- 
lifhed them together eventually in one ^‘liand- 
fome Volume,” and ‘^toilluftrate the whole Workc, 
with an Explanation of all the difficulties, and an. 
Hiftoricall Comment of every hard name, which 
may appeare obfeure or intricate to fiich as are 
not frequent in Poetry.” Circumftances, how- 
ever, prevented the accomplifliment of this pur- 
pofe ; though the author lived for fome years 
aftenvards. 


(7) Preface to the Reprint of Hcywoodls Rape of Lu- 
crecc in The Old Englijh Drama, a Selelimi of Plays 
from the Old Englifh Dramatijls* Lond. i8''24. 
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Heywood wrote all the known pageants for 
Lord Mayor’s Day, between 1630 and 1640, 
when they ceafed for fome years to be exhi- 
bited. Such of tliefe as were extant or accef- 
fible have been included in the prefent volumes. 

The two parts of The Fair Maid of the Weji 
were printed in 163 1„ They were in exiftence 
in 1617, when an attack was made upon the 
Cock 'pit theatre, in Drury Lane, where they had 
been frequently afted. There is no doubt 
that they long continued popular performances ; 
and we may imagine that a printed edition was 
called for, becaufe their reputation had led to 
their recent performance before the King a,nd 
Queen. 

Great and many allowances muft be made for 
the conftrudlion and condudl of the ftory. What 
would tell extremely well in a narrative, would 
fometimes appear violent and improbable on the 
ftage. Confidering the difficulties with which 
Heywood in this relpodl had to contend (aiding 
himfclf, however, by Chorus and dumb-lhow), 
it cannot be difputed that he has difplayed much 
[kill and ingenuity. There are abundant inftances 
of rapid alterations of the fcene of adtion, and 
of as. frequent appeals, therefore, to the imagina- 
tion of the fpcdlators : in the fourth Adi, it is 
transferred at once from Cornwall to Morocco, 
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and from Morocco to the Azores ; but nobody 
is kept for more than a moment in fufpenfe as to 
the place reprefented. The buftle is unceafing; 
and attention never wearies. For the coarfenefs 
of a fmall portion of the comic bufmcfs^ the ufua^ 
excufe muft be found in the manners of the 
time ; and, at all events, ft was not fuch as the 
King and Queen could not fit patiently to hear? 
and they perhaps Hftened to it with as much en- 
joyment as lefs exalted auditors. The poetry 
and pathos of fome of the feenes in which the 
hero' and heroine are engaged cannot be too 
highly praifed : it is extremely touching, from 
its truth to nature and its graceful fmiplicityj, 
without the flighteft apparent effort on the part 
of the author. The charadlers are ftrongly 
drawn and clearly diftinguiflied, while that of the 
heroine is admirably preferved and is conftantly 
attradiive. (8) 

T/ie Englifk Traveller wsls publiflied in i 633 '» 

“ Heywood’s Preface to this Play/' fays Charles Lamb, 

is interefting, as it Ihows the heroic indifference about 
poflerity, which fome of thefe great writers feem to have 
felt. There is a magnanimity in aiithorflaip as in every- 
thing elfe. Of the two hundred and twenty pieces which 


• (8) See Mr. Payne Collier's Introduaion to Tke Fair 
Maid of ihe Wejt^ as printed for the Shakefpeare Society 
in 1850 
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lie here fpeaks of having been concerned in, only twenty- 
live have come down to us, for the rcafons affigned in the 
Preface. The red have periflicd, expofed to the cafualties 
of a theatre. Hey wood’s ambition feems to have been 
confined to tlie pleafiire of hearing the players fpeak his 
lines while he lived. It does not appear that he ever con- 
templated the poffibility of being read by after ages. What 
a lien dor pittance of fame was motive fufficient to the pro- 
dudlion of fuch plays as the The EngUjh Traveller^ the 
ChaUenge for Beauty^ and the Woman Killed wiih Kind- 
nefs/ Poderity is bound to take care that a writer lofes 
nothing by fuch a noble modedy.’’ 


Hey wood’s ^^own account,” fays Hazlitt, makes the 
number of his writings for the dage, or thofe in which he 
had a main hand, upwards of two hundred. In fa<5l, I do 
not wonder at any quantity that an author is faid to have 
written ; for the more a man writes, the more he can 
write.” 


A Maidenhead Well Lof followed in 1634. 
This is one of the beft of Heywood’s roman- 
tic plays; the ftory is developed with fweet 
poetic feeling, and the whole has about it the air 
and the charm of a fairy-tale. In the fame year 
appeared The late Lancajkire Witches, a comedy 
in which he was affifted by Richard Brome, who 
had formerly been a fervant of Ben Jonfon, but 
who had at this time raifed himfelf to confider- 
able repute by his writings for the ftage. Thofe 
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who are acquainted with his other plays, which 
have lately been reprinted, will probably find 
little difficulty in difcrimiiiatiug between his por- 
tions of the comedy and thofe of Ilcywood. 

This play was recently reprinted by Mr. ] lalli- 
well, but without annotation. 

In 1636 appeared A Challenge for Bcaalie, am! 
Loves Mijlris. Of the former feme account will 
be found in a fubfequent page : the latter— it may 
be remarked — is an exquifite, airy dramatization 
of the old claffical ftory of Cupid and Pyfchc— 
fmgularly happy in its fejicitous touches of poetry 
that feem to come unfought, and in its entire 
freedom from all taint of vulgarity. 

The remaining extant plays of Hey wood are 
The Royall King and Loyal StibjcB^ publilhcd 
in 1637 ; The Wife Woman of Lfogsdo?/, 1638 ; 
and Fortune by Land and Sea, written in con- 
junclion with William Rowley, and publiflied 
apparently for the firft time fome years after 
Heywood's death, in 1655. 

His lateft dated producElion appeared in 
1641 ; (9) but we may perhaps infer, from the 
following lines that he was ftill living in 1648 : 
they are from A Satire againft Separatijis pub- 
lifhed in that year : 


( 9 ) The Life of Ambrofms Merlin^ 
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“ So may rare Pageants grace the Lord Mayor’s fhow : 
And none lind out that they are idols too : 

So may you come to deep in fur at lad, 

And foine Smcctymnuan, when your days arc pad, 
Your funeral fermon of fix hours rehearfe, 

And Heywood dug your a<5ls in lofty vei'fe/ 


We proceed to fubjoin the teftimonies of the 
beft authorities rcfpedling Heywood’s claims as 
a dramatilT;. We begin with Charles Lamb, who 
thus wjites : — 

If I were to be confuited as to a Reprint of our Old 
Engiidi Dramatifls, I ihould advife to begin with the coP 
ledlcd Plays of Heywood. He was a fellow Adlor, and 
fellow Draniatift, with Shakefpeare. He poffeffed not the 
imagination of the latter ; but in all thofe qualities which 
gained for Shakefpeare the attribute of £e?iile, he was not 
inferior to him. Gencrofity, couitefy, temperance in the 
depths of pafdon ; fwcetnefs, in a word, and gentlenefs ; 
Chridianifin ; and true hearty Angiicifm of feelings, drap- 
ing that Chridianifin, fliine throughout his beautiful writ- 
ings in a manner more confpicuous than in thofe of 
Shakefpeare ; but only more confpicuous, inafmuch as in 
Heywood thefe qualities are primary, in the other fubordP 
nate to poetry. Heywood fhould be known to his country- 
men, as be deferves. His plots are almod invaiiably 
Engliilif’ 

In another place he adds : — 

«« Heywood is a fort of profe Shakefpeare. His feenes 
are to the full as natural and affedling. But we mifs- the 
Poet^ that which in Sliakefpere always appears out and 
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above the furfacc of the nature. Heyivood’s charaflcrs, 
his country gentlemen, (See., are cxadly what we fee (but 
of the beft kind of what we fee) in lifo.^’ 

William Hazlitt, in his Lcfturcs on the Dra- 
matic Literature of the Age of Elizabeth, fpcaks 
of Heywood in the following terms : — 

‘^Heywood’s imagination is a gentle, lambent flame, 
that purifies without confuming. His manner is fimplicity 
itfelf. There is nothing fupernatural, nothing flartling or 
terrific. He makes' ufe of the commonefl circumftanccs 
of every-day life, and of the eafiefl tempers, to fliow the 
workings or rather the inefficacy of the paffions, the vis 
inerticB of tragedy. His incidents flrike from their very 
familiarity, and the diRreffes he paints invite our fyinpathy 
from the calmnefs and refignation with which they are 
borne. The pathos might be deemed purer from its hav- 
ing no mixture of turbulence or yindi<flivenefs in it ; and 
in proportion as the fufferers are made to defer vc a better 
fate. In the midft of the mofl untoward reverfes and cut- 
ting injuries, good nature and good fenfe keep their ac- 
cuflomed fway. He deferibes men’s errors with tendernefs, 
and their duties only with zeal, and the heighten ings of a 
poetic fancy. His flyle is equally natural, fimpic, and 
unconfirained. The dialogue (bating the verfe) is fuch as 
might be uttered in ordinary converfation. It is beau- 
tiful profe put into heroic meafure. It is not fo much 
that he ufes the common Englifli idiom for everything 
(for that the mofl; poetical and impaffioned of our elder 
dramatills do equally), but the fimplicity of the charaders, 
and the equable flow of the fentiments do not require or 
fuffer it to be warped from the tone of level fpeakinsr, bv 
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figurative cxprcffions, or hyperbolical allufions. A few 
fcattcred exceptions occur now and then, where the heiflic 
fluflt of paffion forces them from the lips, and they are not 
the worfe for being rare. In the play called A Woman 
Killed with Kindnefs, fuch poetical ornaments are to be 
met with at confidcrablc intervals, (lo) and do not difturb 
the calm ferenity and domcilic fimplicity of the author’s 
ftylc. The conclufion of Wendoll’s declaration of love to 
Mrs. Frankford may ferve as an illuftration of its general 
merits, both as to purity of thought and didlion. (ii) 

The winding up of this play is rather awkwardly 
managed, and the moral is, according to eflablilhed ufage, 
equivocal. The view here given of country manners is 
truly edifying. The frequent quarrels and ferocious habits, 
of private life are well expofed in the fatal rencounter be- 
tween Sir Francis Afton and Sir Charles Mountford about 
a hawking match, in the ruin and rancorous perfecution 
of the latter in confequcnce, and in the hard, unfeeling, 
cold-blooded treatment he receives in his dillrefs from his 
own relations, and from a fellow of the name of Shafton. 
After reading the flretch of this lafl charaaer, who is intro- 
duced as a mere ordinary perfonage, the reprefentative of 
a clafs, without any preface or apology, no one can doubt 
the credibility of that of Sir Giles Overreach. The callous 
declaration of one of thefe unconfcionable churls, 
tt 'pjjjg is no world in which to pity men, 
might have been taken as a motto for the good old times 
in general, and with a very few refervations, if Heywood 
has not groffly libelled them. 

(lo) Three instances are given, which the reader will 
perhaps prefer to find out for himfelf.— E d. 

(II) Fair, and of aU beloved,” &c. See Vol. II. p. 112. 
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Heywood’s plots have little of artifice or regularity oi 
defign to recommend them. He writes on cardeffly, as 
it happens, and trufts to Nature and a certain happy tran- 
quillity of fpirit, for gaining the favour of the audience. He 
is faid, befides attending to his duties as an ador, to have 
compofed regularly a flieet a day. This may account in 
fome meafure for the unembarraffed facility of his flylc. 

The fame remarks will apply with certain modifications, 
to other remaining works of this writer, the Rojtal A 7 ;?g 
and Loyal Snbjed, A Challenge for Beauty^ and The 
Engli/h Traveller. The barb of misfortune is flieathcd 
in the mildnefs of the writer’s temperament, and the fiory 
jogs cn very comfortably without effort or refifiance, to 
the eiithanafia of the cataflrophe. In two of thefe the 
perfon principally aggrieved furvives, and feels himfelf 
none the worfe for it. 

The following criticifm of Heywood’s Plays 
is from an article in the RctrofpcTlwe Re- 
view (12) : — 

The charadler of his dramas is very various — he is fo 
dilTimilar from himfelf, that we are tempted to doubt his 
'identity. One can only reconcile the fad of his having 
written fome of the plays aferibed to him by fupp>ofing, 
with Kirkman, that he wrote them loofely in taverns, or 
that he was fpurred on to their hafly produdion by nccef- 
fity ; or laflly, that he did not originate, but only added 
to and altered many of them. How elfe can we account 
for the author of A Wo 7 mn killed with Kindnifs., and 
The Engli/h Traveller^ writing fuch plays as Edward /K, 
The Fair Maid of the Exchange^ &c. We will flightly 


(12) Lond. 1825, vol XL pp. 126*- 154. 
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notice thefe inferior produeffcions before we fpeak of thofe 
of a more elevated kind. 

The play of Edward TV. is a long and tedious bufi- 
nefs. There are one or two touching parts in thofe feenes 
in which Jane Shore is introduced, but Heywood has not 
made anything like what he might have done with fuch 
materials, nor, indeed, anything at all approaching to 
what he has himfelf done in other pieces. With the ex- 
ception of thofe parts, the play is mere chronicle, without 
poetry or dramatic fituation. The charadler of Matthew 
Shore, however, is not bad ; and there is, in the midfl of 
the mifery and difafler with which the play abounds, 
a fpirit of kindnefs and humanity which obtains our good 
will, notwithflanding we find fo little to excite our feelings. 
The author has made Richard III. a very vulgar villain. 
The lirfl part of the play of If you know not me^you knom 
Nobody ; or^ the Troubles of Queen Elizabeth — of the in 4 
accurate printing of which the author very much com- 
plains — pofleffcs neither charadler, paffion, nor poetry. 
The fecond part has a more poetical air about it, and pof- 
feffes more of chara(5ler than the firfl. Old Hobfon, a 
blunt, honeft, and charitable citizen; John Grefliam, a 
wild, indomitable youth ; and Timothy, a puritanical 
hypocrite and knave, are well diferiminated. The only 
foundation for the flrange title of this piece is the ahfwer 
of old Hobfon to an inquiry made by the Queen, 

Knowcfl thou not me ? then thou knoweft nobody.” 

• The JVfe Woman of Hogfdon is charadlerized by 
fome humorous fituations, but pofTeffes little interefl and 
lefs poetry. Sir Boniface, one of the charadlers, is a 
humorous caricature of a pedant. The Fair Maid of the 
Exchange (Hey wood’s title to which is exceedingly doubt- 
* ful) and The Fair Maid of, the Weft are hardly worthy of 
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notice. The Four Prmtices of Londott is a rhyming, 
braggart produdion, which is ridiculed in Beaumont and 
Fletcher’s Knight of the Burning Pejlle, A hlaidcnAicad 
w// /<:y? is not worth finding, and the Four Ag'cs arc as 
poor as the author is faid to have been by a writer of the 
day, who obferves that — 

‘ Well of the golden age he could entreat, 

But little of the metal he could get/ 

How different in flyle, in pathos, in the very tone of ordi- 
nary feeling, are thefe from the plays we are about to 
mention. 

Heywood’s befl comedies are diflinguilhed by a pecu- 
liar air, a fuperior manner ; his gentlemen are the moft 
refined and finifhed of gentlemen — refined in their nice 
fenfe of the true and beautiful, their fine moral perception, 
and finifhed in the mofl fcrupulous attention to polite 
manners, mofl exad in the obfervances of decorum with- 
out appearing rigoroufly precife ; dudile as fufed gold to 
that which is good, and unmalleable to that which is 
evil j men, in fhort, ‘of mofl ereded fpirits/ There is an 
inexpreffible charm about thofe charaders, a politenefs 
founded on benevolence and the charities of life, a fpirit 
of the good and kind which twines around our affedions, 
which gives us an elevation above the infirmities which 
flefhjis heir to, and identifies us with the noblenefs of foul 
and flrength of charader which fhed ‘ a glory’ round their 
heads. 

Heywood, like many of our old dramatifls, deals in the 
extreme of charader, which frequently amounts to 
heroifm. His heroes are of unfhaken purpofe, of irre- 
fiflible patience ; men who will fland beneath the fword 
fulpended by a fingle hair ; and, with the power of motion,, 
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ftill refoliitely bide the confcquence. The point of honour 
is difcriminatcd with the mofl fubtle nicety ; a vow is 
confidcred as rcgiflcred in heaven ; it is the fentence of 
fatCy and muil be equally inexorable. The fpirit, however, 
is frequently facrificed to the letter, and the good and the 
true arc difregarded to preferve a confiflency with a fup- 
pofed virtue—a fort of chara6ler better calculated to 
fupply, from the paffionate and deep internal conflicts 
'which it occafions, affecting fubje6ls for the ffage, than 
ufeful example or inffrudiion for human happinefs. To 
fome, this charadter will appear unnatural ; and fo it 
would be, if man were left to his own natural tendencies ; 
but if we grant the exiflence of the artificial notions of 
honQur and virtue on 'v^diich it is founded, then the charac- 
ters are perfedlly confident and natural, although adling 
under a falfe impreffion of what is right and jufl. Fancy, 
for inftance, a generous, honed, and valiant gentleman, 
induced by a noble duke to convey a letter to an unyield- 
ing lady, who is, as that gentleman conceives, unknown 
to him ; and, by the duke’s didlation, who fufpedts that 
he is more intimately connedted with her than is agree- 
able to his grace^s intered, to fwear that he will not cad 
an amorous look on her, fpeak ^ no familiar fyllable, touch 
or come near her bofom,’ &c. Fancy him hadening to 
perform the duke's beheds, and difeovering, to his amaze- 
ment, that he has undertaken to folicit his own wife for 
another. Imagine him tricked into a vow, in total igno- 
rance of the circumdances, and refolving to bind himfelf 
to fo unjud a dipulation, the effedt of which is to make 
two perfons miferable, and not to make the third happy ; 
yet Hey wood makes Spencer, in The Fair Maid of the 
We/if rigidly perform this vow, and leave his midrefs in a 
fwoon, without attempting to render her any affidance. 
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The confequence is that the Fair Maid of the Wed, the 
iad}^ in queflion, is under the iicccnUy of tricking the 
duke into another vow, in order to get out of the clilli- 
culty. 

Thefe exaggerated fituations, however, are mixed with 
others of the deepeft feeling, the mod glorious o^anilow- 
ings of the affcdlions, the kinded fympathics, the ten- 
dered fentiments. Hey wood knew Vvcll the nature of 
human pafdons, but he threw them into extravagant peti- 
tions He did not deal fl^ilfully with the invifible 

world, and yet he was not altogether unacquainted with 
^ the winged fpirits of the air ; ’ he introduces them grace- 
fully in Love’s Mijlrefs^ one of the mod beautiful and" 
pured of mafques founded upon claffical mythology. 

In a rank in many refpecds confiderably above the 
plays we fird mentioned, we mud place the Rape of 
Lucrece^ one of the mod wild, irregular, and unaccount- 
able produdlions of that age. Amongd the mod extra- 
vagant buffoonery, we find fparks of genius which would 
do honour to any dramatid ; touches of feeling to which 
no reader can be indifferent. The fccnc in which the 
crime is perpetrated, and that which immediately follows, 
are of this defeription. The dreadful confumniation is 
preceded by an awful note of preparation, a folcmn paufe 
in the dride of guilt, which makes the bolded hold his 
breath, and is fucceeded by a difplay of the mod ex- 
quifitely touching grief. Not the lead fingular part of this 
play are the fongs, which are freely introduced, and fome- 
what too freely expreffed. Some of them are drange and 
fantadical produdions, and one is written in a fort of 
Dutch jargon. One is on national prediledion, and is an 
odd and at the fame time amufmg colicdlion of con- 
trails. It appears to have been a favourite with the 
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author, if wc may jud^e from the circumftance of his 
having alfo introduced it in the Challejige for Beauty^ 
There is in the Rape of Litarce a flrange mixture of the 
solemn and ludicrous. Heywood has affigned to moft of 
the honed patricians of Rome an affumed gaiety, a reck- 
Icfs fpirit of merriment, a love of Hnerry tunes which have 
no mirth in them,’ all to hide the difeontent and forrow 
which lurk beneath ; but, inflead of making them merry 
patricians, he has overftepped the modcfly of nature, and 
inveflcd them with the livery of fools. 

“ The next play we tliall notice is The Engli/h Tra- 
veller, a produdlion wliich abounds with good feenes, 
good writing, and excellent fentiment, and is dihinguiflied 
by pure, gentle, and attradlive charadl:ers — Hey woods 
charadlcrs. They are perfedlly natural, and yet appear 
to belong to a fuperior order to any which we fee in ordi- 
nary life, not in reach of inteiledl, but in fweetnefs of dif- 
pofition and perfedlion of moral charaefter, the influence 
of which is diffufed over the whole of the dialogues of his 
bed plays. They are calculated, as we have before inti- 
mated, to make us wifer and better. Wc might inflance 
for example, Mr. Henerous, in The La7icafhire Witches, 
two or three charadlcrs in the Woman killed with Kmd- 
fiefs, and young (Icraldijic in The EngUfh Traveller^ 
The chief and mod intcreding part of this play turns oii 
the following. circumdances: — Young Geraldine, on his re“ 
turn from travel, vifits his father’s friend,' Wincot, a kind- 
hearted, honed old gentleman, who has married a young 
lady, formerly the traveller’s playmate, and whom it had 
been reported, previoudy to his going, abroad, he was to 
have married. Without children himfclf, Wincot has the 
utmod fondnefs for Young Geraldine, and when he is pre- 
fent, can hardly bear to hear any other perfon fpeak ; he 
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defires him to command his houfc, fervants, &:c. in fiiortv 
treats him like a fon. Geraldine introduces his friend 
Delavel ; Delavel conceives a paffion for the wife, and 
proves a villain ; he infmuates into the mind of Geraldine’s 
father, that his fohs vifits to Wincot are neither conhflenl 
with his own honour, nor with the lady’s reputation. ( )ki 
Geraldine takes the alarm, and prevails upon his fon to 
promife that he will ceafe his vifits to Wincot. 'fhe latter, 
furprifed at hisunufual abfence, and ignorant of the caufe, 
urges him to renew the intercourfe, or, at Icafl, latisfy him 
as to the caufe of his flaying away for fo long a time, and 
propofes a private meeting for that pui'pofe. An appoint- 
ment is accordingly made at Wincot’s houfe, at a time 
when the family have retired to refl. They meet, and 
Geraldine proceeds to explain the caufe of his abfence. 
The attempt he makes to fee the lady before leaving, puts 
him in poffeffion of fatal information. He hears the wife 
and Delavel converfe in a manner which leaves no room 
to doubt the nature of their connexion. He determines 
to travel once more ; but before he quits the country, he 
cannot refufe to pay a parting vifit to his friend Wincot, 
who prepares a little fcafl for him. Geraldine fludioully 
avoids both his iniftrefs and his falfe friend. The former, 
however, feeks for, and fuccccds in gaining, an occalion 

fpeaking to him in private . 

I The Challenge for Beauty^ is founded upon the following 
iripicidents : Ifabella, the imperious queen of Spain and 
Portugal, arrogates to herfelf the perfedlion of beauty and 
virtue, and inflias the penalty of baniflimcnt on Bonavida 
an honefl nobleman, for not affenting to the juflice of her 
claims. The fcntence is to continue in force until fuch 
time as he can produce the equal of the royal paragon. 
He travels far and near, but without (uccefs, uniil he fets 
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his foot ijpoii the fliorcs of England, and there he meets 
with the objedl of his fearch, in the perfonof the beautiful 
Hcilcna. He is fmitten with her charms, offers her his 
hand, and, in due feafon, is accepted. It is neceffaiy, 
however, that he fiioiild return to Spain, to make arrange- 
ments for redeeming his fentence, and on his departure 
he leaves her a ring, with a injuiaflion not to part 
with it, on any confideration whatever. He arrives in his 
native country, unfolds the fuccefs of his fearch, is required 
to produce the formidable rival of royalty, and on his 
failure to do fo, is thrown into prifon. Meanwhile the 
Jealous Ifabella defpatches Pineda and Centeila, two bafe 
courtiers, to England, to try to obtain poffeffion of the 
ring which Bonavida had given to Helicna, and on the 
obtaining of which he had offered to reft the iffue of his 
caufe. On their arrival in England, one of them makes 
love to her maid, and perfuades her to ileal the ring, which 
ihe fucceeds in doing, whilfl her miilrefs is walhing her 
hands. She delivers it to her pretended lover, who im- 
mediately flies with it to Spain, as an indifputable proof 
of the inconftancy of Hcllena. The queen triumphs in the 
fuccefs of her flratagem Bonavida is brought out of 
prifon, to be a witnefs of the fhame of his miflrcfs, which 
is proclaimed by the two cmilTaries, and proved by the 
production of the ring, the identity of which Bonavida 
acknowledges. For his infolent difparagement of the 
fovercign of beauty and virtue, he is condemned to death. 
At the appointed time, ever}'thing being prepared, and the 
executioner ready to do his office, Helicna, to wdiom the 
deceived maid had confeffed the fraud which had been 
pradtifed upon her, and who has a flirewd fufpicion of the 

fource of it, appears on the fpot The ChaUmtgefor 

Bea-uty is full of adion and intereft, "and poffeffes a great 
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variety of well' difcriminatccl charadflcrs ; the arroyant and 
vain-j^lorious Ifabcllaj the vivacious vanity of Pctrocclla, 
and the noble innocence and cntcrprlfc of lIellcna,ainong'fl 
the female, and the weak and yielding king and his lying 
courtiers, the mixture of hoafling and pride, witli high 
honour, in Valladaura, and the fierce contein})t anti rigid 
integrity of IMounlforrers, ainongfl the male charadlers, 
form altogether a varied and pleafing group. Hierc is 
great vivacity in this performance, and fometinies con- 
fiderable fmartnefs of repartee; as, for example, in the 
feene between Pctrocella and Valladaura, an old lover jull 
returned from a cruife, and Aldana, the lady’s foolilh old 
/ather. 

The Royal King and Loyal Suhjcfl is a good play, with- 
out poffeffmg any very (Iriking feenes, but we cannot fay 
fo much for the moral of it. — It is a pcrfedl famplc of loyal 
non-trefiflance—of paffive obedience puHicd to its extreme 
verge ; it is not the cafe of a pliant fycophant — a mere 
court nonentity, the contempt which mull accoinpaiiy 
whofe all-complying nature would have been a fufficicnt 
equipoife to his flaviflr obedience ; but it is that of a mag- 
nanimous, valiant, and difcrcet gentleman, who is as 
blindly ftibmiffive as the moil abfolute defpot could dcfire. 
The fubflance of the flory is, that certain noble perfons 
about court, jealous of the virtues, fame, and kingly favour 
which the marfhal, “ the loyal fubjedt,” enjoys, endeavour 
to prejudice the royal mind againfl him. They fuccecd fo 
far as to induce the royal, or tyrant king to prove him— 
to put his virtue, that is his power of bearing and for- 
bearing, to the fevered teil which royal ingenuity can 
devife. The king fird drips him of all his offices, one by 
one, and in the mod public and contemptuous manner 
bedows them upon his unworthy enemies, and then banidies 
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liim from coipt. Undcrflanding that the marfhal has two 
daughters, the king defpatches a nobleman with a com- 
maud for him to fend to court her of the two who is the 
mofl dear to him. The marflial fends the elder, who, by 
her beauty and grace, gains the affc<5lions of majefly, and 
is made his cpiccn. The marflial, who forefaw this event, 
had inilrudlcd his daughter, when fhe found herfelf preg- 
nant, to fpcak of the fiiperior beauty of her filler, and the 
greater affedlion which the marflial had for her. Here- 
upon his majefly, in feeming rage, packs off his queen to 
her father, and requires the other daughter to be fent to 
him. The marflial delays complying with this requifition 
(the only inflance of his difobcdience) for three months. 
At lafl, he fends the queen crowned, accompanied with a 
double dowry, and attended by her filler to court, he him- 
felf remaining at a convenient diftance, and begging per- 
miffion to prefent his majefly with a more valuable prefent 
than anything he had yet fent. The king confents — the 
marflial approaches, and prefen ts a magnificent cradle and* 
a young prince. —A reconciliation takes place, and the 
marflial receives a king’s daughter for his wife, — but his 
probation does not end here— he undergoes a public trial, 
and, that having Icrminatcd in his triumph, and the dif- 
comfiture of his enemies, the feene clofes. 

The bell' known and befl of Hey wood’s plays is A 
Wojuan Killed with Kindnefs, This is the mofl tearful* 
of tragedies ; the mofl touching in flory ; the mofl pathetic 
in detail ; — it raifes, in the reader’s bread, “ a fea of 
troubles a sympathy the mofl engrofflng ; a grief the 
mofl profound. We are overwhelmed with the emotion 
of the unhappy fufferers, and are carried along in the 
ftream of diflrefs, incapable of refiflance, and unconfeious 
of anything but the feene before us. If the miferable 
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termination of a guilty connexion can ever ferve as an 
example to thofe who are flill innocent, the nnparaliclcd 
agony exhibited in this tragedy, muft feia^e as an awful 
beacon to jvarn the pure and inexperienced. . . . The ful> 
jecl of this domeftic tragedy, the conjugal infidelity of Mrs. 
Franliford, is pretty much the fame as that of The JiHglJjk 
Traveller \ but is infinitely more diflreffing in its details. 
Mrs. Frankford is reprefented as a jmre and good woman, 
and yet the furrenders at difcretion,or rather at indifcrction, 
hardly making a fiiew of lefifiance. It mufl be admitted, 
that the tempter fuflains his caufc in a very artful manner, 
with many a giozing wile ; but yet the conqucll appears 
unnaturally precipitate. This, however, does not at all 
diminifh the interetl, or intenfity, of the fcencs which 
follow. The underplot of this play is alfo of an interefling 
and affedling kind. The occafional rhyme with which 
fome, even the mofl folemn paffages, canter off, gives an 
unpleafant jerk to the courfe of our feelings ; it caufes too 
*\iolent a change in the meafure and produces a difagrec- 
able effedl/^ 

From an article on “ Beaumont and Flctclier 
and tlieir Contemporaries/’ which appeared 
in the Edinburgh Review fome thirty ycfirs 
ago, (12) we extradl the following eftimate of 
Hey wood : — 

Heywood is one of the mofi prolific of all dramatifls ; 
and his works of other forts are likewife numerous. He 
declares himfelf to have compofed, in whole or in part, two 
hundred and twenty plays ; and accounts for the fewnefs 


(12) Edf Rev. April, 1841, pp. 221 — 223. 
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of thofe that have been printed, amounting, fo far as ve 
can now difcovcr, to fewer than thirty. His range of fub~ 
jc6ls embraces fevcral comedies, avowedly intended to be 
pidiircs of contemporary Englifli life ; but it alfo includes 
other kinds of works, which we have here more particu- 
larly in view. One clafs of thefe confifls of his plays called 
the Golden,” “ Silver,” Brazen,” and Iron” Ages, 
w’-hicli bring down the claffical legends from Saturn to the 
taking of Troy. In the fame clafs may be reckoned fucli 
plays as his Rape Lucrece^ in which the (lately tragedy 
is relieved by a multitude of comic fongs, fung* by 
one of the Roman lords,” and fet forth in the title-page 
of the printed copy as a px'imary inducement to attradl 
purchafers. Another clafs is inhanced in his Foiire Pren- 
tices ; in which Godfrey of Bulioigne and his three brothers 
pafs from behind the counters of London fhops to the firft 
crufade, and the conquefl of Jerufaiem. A third clafs is 
the domcflic tragedy, to which belongs his JFo 7 nan Killed 
with Kmdnefs, . . . This interefting work is an attempt 
at relloring a kind of drama, of which feveral had been 
written before or about 1 590 — fuch as Arden of F ever- 
lliam,” and A Warning for Faire Women.” Heywood*s 
Ages both in their fubjcdl and in the method of its treat- 
ment, bear the fame antique flamp. FI is F'otire Prenii/es 
of Lo'udon has been oddly reprefented by fome critics as 
a fatire upon knight-errantry— a light in which it is quite 
wrong to confider it. Ridiculous it certainly is in its con-^ 
ception, and in feveral parts of its execution — ^juR like 
Greene’s Alplwnfns or Orlando, to which it bears fome 
refemblance. But the author wrote in fober ferioufnefs ; 
and printing his play in 1615, he dedicates it gravely— 
To the honed and high-fpirited prentices, the readers 
— adding fome curious information as to the vidffjtudes 
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of tafle that had come over, not only the public, but the 
author himfelf. 

Before the date of that dedication, indeed, Ilcy. 
wood, taught by experience, and by the examples of 
excellence which were accumulating around him, had 
written feveral of his comedies of Ifnglilh, mam 
ners. Among thefe were his Fair J/aid of flu 
a love-comedy of intrigue, “very (lelcc^dablc and full of 
mirth;” and the two parts of the Fair Maid of the IVeJl 
which is a lively mixture of native and fanulia.r life with 
foreign and romantic adventure. His better plays, how- 
ever, are probably later, and therefore poffefs an additional 
intered for us, while we look towards Flctchtn*’s fehoo^ 
and works. Such is The EngliJIi Traveller^ a comedy 
much in Ben Jonfon’s manner; with a double plot, in'* 
genioufly combined, and folemnized, in the death of the 
feduced wife, by a tragic fentiment refembling that which 
makes the flor)^ of his older tragedy. His Wife Woman 
of Hogfdo7i, a. comedy of intrigue, not without intcrell nor 
force of charadler, has not been reprinted fmee the feven- 
teenth century ; nor has his Maidenhead IVeii Ary/— a 
play far fuperior,, which has a romantic air of ibeling', well 
kept up, and has furnifhed, in fevend of its filuations, 
hints for hlaffingeris Great Duke of Fiorence. Wo liavc 
dwelt long upon Heywood, becaufc he is a writer for 
whom we entertain a great afferflion. Charles Lamb has 
called him a profe Shakefpeare and the exprefOon 
conveys the idea of much that charadlcrizes his manner. » 
He is one of the mofl moral of the dramatiils of his time ; 
and there is a natural repofein his fcen.es, which contrafis 
pleafmgly with the excitement that x’eigns in mofl of his 
contemporaries. He walks quietly to and fro among his 
charaders while they are yet at large as members of 
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focicty ; contenting liimfelf with a fad fmile at their follies, 
or with a frequent warning to them on the confequences 
of their crimes.” 

Wc have evidence that Heywood was for many 
years engaged upon a colledlion of the Lives of 
Poets of his own day and country, as well as 
of other times and nations. It would of courfe 
have included Shakefpeare, and his dramatic pre- 
deceffors and contemporaries; and it is poffible 
that the manufeript or part of it, may yet lurk 
in fomc unexplored I'eceptacle. Richard Braith- 
wayte, in his Scholar's Medley^ 1614, gave the 
earlieft information of Heywood’s intention to 
make a defeription of all Poets’ lives and, ten 
years afterwards, in his Nine Books of various 
Hiftory conceruing Woinen^ Heywood himfelf tells 
us that' the title of his projedled work would be 
J'he Lives of all the Poets, modern and foreign. It 
was ft ill in progrefs in 1635, when the Hicrarchie 
of the Bleffed Angclls appeared, on p. 245 of which 
work we meet with the following paffage : — “ In 
proceeding further I might have foreftalled a 
wo I'ke, which hereafter (I hope) by God’s affiftance, 
to commit to the publick view; namely, the Lives 
of all the Poets, P'orreine and moderne, from the 
firft before Homer, to the noviffinii and laft, of 
what nation or language foever/’ 

The manner in which he would probably have 
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treated the fubjeft makes us ffill more regret the 
lofs of his colledlion of the Lives of the Poets ; 
and we may judge of that manner from the terms 
in which he fpeaks of his great contemporaries 
in the body of the work juft quoted. What 
he fays of them affords a curious proof of the 
kindly and familiar footing on which they lived 
with each other. Though the paffage is now 
well known, we fhall venture to quote it once 
more. He is complaining in a mood half 
ferious, half comic, of the difrefpedl which Poets 
in his time met wdth from the world, compared 
with the honours paid them by antiquity. 

Greene, who had in both Academies ta’ne 
Degree of Mafler, yet could never gaine 
To be call’d more than Robin ; who, had he 
Profeft ought fave the Mufe, ferv’d and been free 
After a feven-yeares’ prentifefhip, niight have 
(With credit too) gone Robert to his grave. 

Mario, renowned for his rare art and wit, 

Could ne’re attaine beyond the name of Kit, 

Although his Hero and Leander did 

Merit addition rather. Famous Kid 

Was call’d but Tom, Tom Wat/ou, though he wrote 

Abie to make Apollds felfe to dote 

Upon his Mufe, for all that he could flrive, 

Yet never could to his full name arrive. 

Tom NaJIi (in his time of no fmall efleeme) 

Could not a fecond fyllable redeeme. 
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Excellent Bewinont^ in the formofl ranke 
Of the rar’fl wits, was never more than Franck, 
Mcliilluous Shakc-fpeare, whofe inchanting quill 
Commanded mirth or paffion, was but Will; 

And famous Jon/o?f though his learned pen 
Be dipt in Caftaly, is flill but Be?t, 

Fletcher and Wcbjle}\ of that learned packe 
None of the mean’ll, yet neither was but Jacks, 
Decker's but Tom ; nor May nor Middleton j 
And hee’s now but Jacks Foord that once was JoImP 

“ Poffibly,” fays Charles Lamb, in quoting the above 
paffage, our Poet was a little fore, that this contemp* 
tuous curtailment of their baptifmal names was chiefly 
exercifed upon his Poetical Brethren of the Dra77ta, We 
hear nothing about Sam. Daniel, or Ned Spenfer in his 
catalogue. The familiarity of common difeourfe might 
probably take the greater liberties with the dramatic 
poets, as conceiving of them as more upon a level with 
the flage a(flors. Or did their greater publicity, and popu- 
larity in confecpience, faflen thefe diminutives upon them 
outnf a feeling of love and kindnefsl Doubtlcfs Hey- 
wood had an indifiindt conception of this truth when 
(coming to his own name), with that beautiful retr ailing 
which is natural to one who, not fatirically given, has 
wandered a little out of his way into fomething recrimina- 
tive, he goes on to fay : — 

‘ Nor fpeake I this, that any here exprefl, 

Should think themfelues leffe worthy than the reft, 
Whofe names haue their full fyllable and found ; 

Or that Frafick^ Fit, or Jacks, are the leall wound 
Vnto their fame and merit. I for my part 
(Thinke others what they pleafe) accept that heart 
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Which courts my loue in mofl familiar plirafe ; 

And that it takes not from my paines or praifc. 

If any one to me fo bluntly com, 

I hold he loues me befl that calls me Toni! 

We can figure to ourfelves no hig'hcr prize, of 
a literary kind, than the difeovery of the manu- 
feript of the lives of fuch men by fuch a man, 
who would probably have given us their great 
charafteriftics and individual peculiarities, and 
have dwelt with fond detail upon the feenes of 
their early and focial intercourfe. 

But whatever of Heywood’s writing may be 
loft, enough remains to warrant our affigning 
him a high place among that brilliant company 
of poets and dramatifts who adorned the reigns 
of Elizabeth and of the firft James and Charles. 
There were others, perhaps, who had more fire 
of poetry, more brilliancy of wit, or more 
fervour of paffion ; but in dealing with the com- 
mon life which is in all ages effentially the fame, 
none ihowed a truer tendernefs and pathos, a 
more thoroughly liurnan fympathy, than Thomas 
Heywood. 



To his worthie friend the 
Authoiir, Matter Thomas 
Heywood. 

H Eywood, when men frufy what fli07t arf^ 

How the whole Jrmne of learning clainies £i part 
In thy deepe apprehenfion ; and then fee^ 

To humdedge added fo much mdujtiy ; 

Who will deny thee the bejl Palma and Bayes f 
And that to 7iame thcL\ to hinifelfe is praife, 
yisjdr/l, which I ?nujl e'7'erfrj2p7rfer7'e^ 

Thy skill in Poetry, where tho7t fo far re 
Ilajl gone, as none beyond thee, aJid ha/l wjdt, 

That afte?’-ages jnufi defpaire of wit 
Or matter to write jnore. Nor art thou lejfe, 

In whatfoere thy fi^uy will expreJJ'c, 

Thy pen commands all hiflory, all afiions, 

Co'unfcls^ Decrees, niefi, man7ie?‘s, States, and fablions, 

P la yes, kipicediums, Odes, and Lyrkks, 

Tranjlations, Epitaphs, and Panegyricks : 

They all doe fpeake thy wo7ih. Nor daft thou teach 
Thhigs meere prophane ; hit thy great Mufe does reach 
Above the Orbes, unto the utmofi skie, 

And makes iranftioii unto Dei tie. 

When tinm with fuch high fir nines detainfl our cares. 

As might become the Angels, or the Sph ear es, 

W hat Reader then in Ju/tice ca7i decline 
From this affetiion 'I Poets aj'e divine, 

Rapt with a heavenly fire, which is made hiowne 
By no example better than thine owne. 


Sh, Marmion. 




To the learned Authour 

Mafter Thomas 

Heywood. 


W Ho can deny hut Poets take their birth 

From fome thing thafs more excellent than earth f 
Since thofe Jia7’monious Jirains that fill our eares^ 
Proclaime their iieere allyance with the Spheares^ 

A7zd /hewes their Aid all Arts as farre exceed 
As doth the ficry-Cane^ the weakeji Reed, 

That Matter which fix lines of Prof e rehearfe^ 

May fitly be contained in one Verfe ; 

Yea, and fo pithily {if well compared) 

That out of it whole Bookes may be exfrafiled, 

A Prefident whereof if thou wouldfi find, 

I prefhee gentle Reader bend thy mind 
To what this little Volume doth containe, 

Andfitre the fruit will recompence thy pa ine, 

The fubjePi with the Anthours names agree, 

Who all have left unto Pofieritie 
Such Noble badges of their learned fame, 

That my wcakc Pen can no way /hew the fame ; 

Therefore doe thou, oh Heywood, %veare the Bayes 
As thyjufi merit many thonfand wayes. 

For this thy Woi'ke, with others heretofore 
Shall honor thee till time fhall be ho more* 


D* E* 



To my praife-worthy friend 
Mafter Thomas 
Heywood. 


T Hy Worth unto the Knowing World is hnowne, 
Let Criticks cen/ure others by their owne, 

And tinii their foreheads with a furple fhanie^ 

When they /hall fee thy Works, or heare thy Name, 
Whilfi with thy owne, thou fetfi forth others fame j 
Whofe lofty Anthems, in our Englifh tone 
Thou flngf, and makyi them live, though dead gone* 
What barking or untuto7^d Momus then 
Will da7X to belch againft thy learned Pen f 
Whofe worthier Lines, unto their foule difgi'uce, 

Shall fpit defiance in a brafen face ; 

And when tJi a7't dead, thy Poefte fhall fmg 

Such pleafant Jirames, whereof the World fhall rmg ; 

And Envies felfe, in fpight of all AJfayes, 

Shall crowne thy Tombefione with eternall Bayes, 



S,N. 


THE 


AUTHOR TO HIS BOOKE. 

The world’s a theater, the earth a/Iaor, ^ comparted 

Which God and 7iature doth with a dors Jilt: hy iiu.- 

Ki? 2 gs have their c 7 itrancc in due egnipaicye, ‘itheis. 
And fame there parts play wclh and otliei^s ill. 

The bejt no better are {in this theater), 

Where eveiy humor’s fitted / h his kindc ; 

This a true fubled adls, and that a traytor, 

The firfi applauded, and the lafi coopin’ d ; 

This plaies an honefi ?nan, a fid that a knave, 

A gentle perf on this, and he a clowne. 

One man is flagged, and another brave : 

All men have parts, and each one ads his owns. 

She a chafie lady a doth all her life ; 

A wanton curtezaji another playes ; 

This covets niairiage love, that nuptial fir i/e ; ’ 

Both in continual adiou/pend their dayes : 

Some ciiisens,fo7ne fioldief's, borne to adventer, 

Sheepheai'ds, and feaanen. Then our play’s begun 
When we are bourne, afid to the world firfi enter, 

And all finde exits when their parts are done. 

If then the world a theater prefe7it, 

As by the ivundnejfc it appears nioJI fit, 

Built with fiar re galleries of hyc a/cent, 
ht which Jehove doth as fpedator Jit, 

And chief e detcimiincr to applaud the befl, 

And their indevours cro%vne with more then 7ne7dt : 

Bm by their evill adions doontes the ir/l 
To end di/grad t, whilf others pi'uife inherit ; 

He that denyes theft theaters fiould be, Nt» theater 

He may as well defiy a woiid to me, 

Thomas Heywood.* 


* Prefixed to Heywofid’s Apology for ASiors (iCia). 
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and Second parts of King 
Edward the Fourth. 
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I-Iis merie paftime with the Tanner of Tam- 
worth, as alfo his loue to faire Miftriffe 
Shore, her great promotion, fall and 
miferie, and laftly the lamentable 
death of both her and her 
husband. 

Likewife the befieging of London, by the 
Baftard Falconbridge, and the valiant 
defence of the fame by the Lord 
Maior and the Citizens. 

As it hath diuers times beene publikely played 
* by the Right Honourable the Earle of 
Derbie his feruafits. 
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THE 

FIRST AND SECOND 

parts of King Edward the fourth. 

Contayning his ineme paflime with the Tanner of 
Tamworth^ as alfo his, loue to faire Miflrefle 
Shore^ her great promotion, fall and 
miferie, and lailly the lamentable 
death of both her and her 
husband. 


Enter King Edward^ the DnfcJm of Yorke^ the Qjicene^ 
the Lord Howard^ and Sir Thomas Seni7igc7\ 

Dutchcffe, 

S Onne I tell ye you haue done you know not 
what : 

King, I haue married a woman, elfe I am deceiued 
mother. 

Dutch. Married a woman ? married indeed, 

Here is a marriage that befits a King : 

It is no maruaiie it was done in hafte. 


B 2 
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Here is a Bridall and with hell to boote, 

You haue made worke. 

King. Faith mother forae we haue indeed, but 
ere long you fhall fee vs make worke for an heir appa- 
rant, I doubt not, nay, nay, come come, Gods will 
what chiding flill 1 

Dutch. 0 God that ere I liude to fee this clay. 

A7ng‘. By my faith mother, I hope you ihall fee 
the night too, and in the morning I will be bold to 
bid you to the Chriflning Graiulmolher, and God' 
mother to a Prince of Wales, tut mother, tis a llirring 
w^orld. 

Dutch. Haue you fent WarwicJze into France for 
this % 

King, No by my faith mother I fent Warwicke 
into Frahice for an other, but this by chance beeing 
neerer hand, and comming in the way I cannot tell 
how, we concluded, and. now (as you fee) are going 
about to get a young King. 

Dutch, But tell me fonne how will you anfwere 
this 1 

III poffible your ralh vnlawfull add 
Should not breed mortall hate betwixt the Realm es 1 
What may the French King thinke when he ihall 
* heare 

That wliilfl you fend to entreat about, his daughter, 
Bafely to take a fubiedl of your owne ? 

Ydiat may the Princeffe Dana thinke of this 1 
Our noble Cofm Warmche that great Lord, 

That Center-haking thunderclap of warre, 

That like a Colum propt the houfe of Yorke : 

And boare our white Rofe brauely in his top, 

When he hall hear his embaffage abus’d, 

In this but made an inflmment by you, 

I know his foule will blufh within his bofome, 

And fliame will fit in Scarlet on his .Brow, 

To have his honor toucht with this foule blemiih. 
Sonne, fonne, I tell you that is done by you, 

Which yet the child that is vnborne fliall rue. 
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King, Tiifli mother you are deceiued, all true 
fubiedls lliall haue caufe to thanke God, to haue their 
King borne of a true Englifli woman. I tell you, it 
was neuer well fince wee matched with flrangers ; fo 
our children haue beene flill like Chicken of the halfe 
kind. But where the cock and the hen be both of 
one breed e, there is like to be birds of the game. 
Heare you, mother, heare you ; had I gone to it by 
fortune, I had made your fons George and Kick to 
haue flood gaping after the Crowne. This wench, 
mother, is a widow, and hath made proofe of her 
valour ; and for any thing I know, I am as like to do 
the deed, as fo/m Gray her husband was. I had 
rather the people praied to blefs mine heire, than fend 
me an heire. Hold your peace, if you can fee : 
there was neuer mother had a towarder fon. Why, 
Coufm Howard and Tom Sell^ger^ heard you euer 
fuch a coile about a wife % 

How, My foueraign Ldrd, with J)atience bear her 
fpleen. 

Your princely mother’s zeal is like a riuer, 

That from the free abundance of the Tvaters 
Breakes out into this inundation. 

From her abundant care this rage proceedes, 
Ore-fwoln with the extremity of loue. 

Set, My lord, my lord, auoid a woman’s humor. 

If you refifl this tumour of her will, 

Here you fhali haue her dwell vpon this paffion, 

Vntil fhe lade and dull our eares againe. 

Seem you but forry for what you haue done, 

And flraight fhele put the finger in the eye, 

With comfort now, fmce it cannot be heipt 
But make you fliow to juflify the adl, 

If ever other language in her lips 
Than Out vpon it, it is abhoniinable, 

I dare* be hanged. 

Say any thing, it makes no matter what, 

Then thus be wearied with a womans chat 
Dutch, I, I, you are the fpaniels of the court, 
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And thus you fawne, and footh your wanton king : 

But Edward, hadfl thou prize! thy maieflie, 

Thou neuer wouklfb bane flaiiid thy princely Bate 
With the bate leanings of a fubiedls bedj 
Nor borne the blemilh of her bigamy. 

A widow, is it not a goodly thing % 

Grafs children, come ask bleffmg of the Iving- 
Queene, Nay, I befeech your grace my lady 
Euen as you are a princefs and a widow, 

Think not fo meanly of my widowhood : 

A fpotlefs Virgin came I hrfl to Gray ; 

With him I liu’d a true and faithful wife ; 

And fmee his high imperial! male By 
Hath pleas’d to bleffe my poor deiedled Bate 
With the high Soueraign title of his Queene, 

I here proteB before the hoB of heauen, 

I came as chaBe a widow to his bed 
As when a virgin I to Gray was wed. 

JGrg. Come, come, haue done. Now you haue 
chid enough. God’s foot, we were as merry ere Bie 
came as any people in Ckrijiendofn, I with the mif- 
treffe and thefe with the maids, only wc haue no 
hellers at our feaB ^ but, mother, you haue made a lit 
of mirth. Welcome to Grafton, mother, .By my 
troth, you are euen iuB come as I wilhed you here. ' 
Let vs go to flipper ; and in charity giiie vs your 
bleffmg ere we go to bed. 

Dutch, 0 Edward, Edward! fly and leaue this 
place, 

Wherein, poor filly king, thou art enchanted, 

This is her dam of Bedfords work, her mother, 

That hath bewitch’d thee,- Edward, my poor child. 
Diflionour not the princes of thy land, 

To make them kneeie with reverence at her feet, 

That, ere thou didB empale with foueraigntie, 

They would haue fcorned to haue iookd vpon. 

Theres no fuch difference twixt the greateB peere 
And the poor fillieB kitching-niaide that hues, 

As is betwixt thy worthinefs and hers^ 
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Queene. I do confefie it : yet, my lady Yorkc. 

My mother is a dutch efie, as you are, 

A princeffe born, the Duke of Bedford's wife, 

And, as you kiiowe, a daughter and a Mer 
Vnto the royail blood of Burgimdy. 

But you cannot fo bafeiy think on me, 

As I do think of thefe vain worldly titles. 

God from my foule my finne as far diuide, 

As I am far from boafling in this pride 1 

SeL Madam, flie is the mirror of her kinde. 

Had file but fo much fpleen as hath a gnat; 

Her fpirits would ftartle to abide your taunts. 

She is a faint, and, madam, you blafpheme, 

To wrong fo fweet a lady. 

Dutch, Thou art a minion and a flatterer. 

SeL Madam, but that you are my Soueraignes 
Mother, 

I would let you know that you wrong a gentleman. 

How, Good coufin Sellinger^ haue patience. 

Her gi'ace’s rage, by too much violence, 

Hath fpent itfelf already into air. 

Dear madam, 1 befeech you, on my knee, 

Tender that louing-kiiidneffe to the Queene, 

That I dare fweare flie doth in foule to you. 

Edw, Well faid, good coz ; I pray thee, mz±e 
‘them friends. 

Why, how now, Befs^ what weepe? nay then, He 
chide you. 

What fudden newes comes by this meffenger % 

Enter a Meffenger, 

Mefs, My foueraign lord, the baflard Falco7ihridgc 
Of late hath flirt’d rebellion in the fouth, 

Encouraging his forces to deliiier 

King Hemjy late depos’d, out of the lower. 

To him the malcontented commons flock 
From euery part of Siffex, Kent, and Efcx^ 

His army waxed twentie thoufend flrong, 
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And, as it is fuppos'd by circumflance, 

Meane to take London^ if not well defended. 

Edw. Well, let this Phaeton, that is mounted thus, 
Look he fit furely, or, by England's George, 
lie breake his necke. This is no new euafion ; 

1 furely thought that one day I fliould fee • 

That baflard Falcon take his wings to mount 
Into our eagle-aerie. Alethought I faw 
Black difeontent fit euer on his browe, 

And now I fee I calculated well. 

Good coulin Howard, and Tom ScUingcrj 
This night wele fpend in feafl and iollity 
With our new Queen and our beloued mother : 

To morrow you fhall haue a commiffion 
To raife vp powers againfl this haughty rebel. 

Sirrah, depart not till you know our pleafure. 

You fhall conuey vs letters back to London 
Vnto the Mayor, Recorder, and our friendes. 

Is fupper ready ? come by, my bonny Bej)e. 

Welcome, mother ; we are all your giiells. Exeunt. 

Enter Falconbridge with his troops marching, Spicing, 
Smoke, Chub, and others. 

^ FaL Hold, drumme ! 

SpL Hold, drumme, and be hanged ! 

^ Smoke. Hold, drum, hold ! peace then, ho I 
Silence to the proclamation. 

Spi You lie, you rogue ; tis to the oration. 

C/m3. Nay, then, you all lie ; tis to the coblication. 
Eal^ True hearted Englifh, and our valiant 
friends. 

All Ho 1 braue General, ifaith. 

Spl Peace there, you rogues, or I will fplit your 
chaps. 

Eal Dear countrymen, I publickly proclaime, 

If any wronged difeontented Englilh, 

1 oucht with true feeling of King Henry s wrongs, 
Hemy the Sixt, the lawfull king of England, 
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Who, by that tyrant Bihaard, the vfurper, 

Is held a wretched prifoner in the Tower. 

If any man that faine would be enfranchis’d 
From the fad yoke of Yorkifi feruitude, 

Vnder which we toil like naked galley-flaues, 

Know he that Thomas Neuiile, the Lord Falco7i- 
bridge 

Ail. I, I, a Mdambridge ! a Falconhridge 1 
SfL Peace, ye clamorous rogues ! On, General^ 
with your oration. Peace, there ! 

Fal Pitying King Henry's poor diflreffed cafe, 
Arm’d with his title and a fubie<5Ps zeal, 

Takes vp jufl armes againfl the houfe of Yorke^ 

And does proclaime our ancient liberty. 

AIL Liberty, liberty, liberty, general liberty 1 
FaL We do not rife like fyler^ Cade^ and Straw^ 
Bluebeard^ and other of that rafcal rout, 

Bafely like tinkers or fuch muddy Haues, 

For mending meafures or the price of come, 

Or for fome common in the wield of Kent 
Thats by fome greedy comiorant enclos’d, 

But in the true and antient lawfull right 
Of the redoubted houfe of Lancajler, 

Our blood is noble, by our birth a Neuiile^ 

And by our lawful line, Lord Talconbridge. 

Whofe here thats of fo dull a leaden temper, 

That is not fired with a Neuillds name ? 

AIL KNeidlie! d^Neuilkl 2 l Nmilie ! 

Fal Our quaiTell, like ouiielf, is honourable, 

The law our wan-aiit 

Smoke. I, I, the law is on our fide. 

Chib. I, the law is in our hands. 

S^L Peace, you rogues 1 

Fal. And more : a bleffing by the word pro- 
pos’d 

To thofe that aide a true anointed king. 

Courage, braue fpirits, and cry a Falconhridge ! 

All. A Falconhridge 1 a Falconhridge 1 
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Fal. We will be Mailers of the Mint ourfclues, 
And fet our own {lamp on the golden coin. 

We’ll fhoe our neighing couriers with no worfc 
Than the pureft filuer that is folde in C]ic:q)c. 

At Leadenhall, well fell pearles by the [)cckc 5 ■ 

As now the mealmen vfe to fell their meal 
In Wejlminficr^ well keep a folcmne court, 

And build it bigger to receiue our men. 

Cry Falconbridgey my hearts, and liberty 1 
AIL Falconhridgc and liberty, &c. 

Smoke, Peace, ye flaues ; or I will fniokc ye elfc. 
Chub, Peace, ye flaues, or I will chub your chaps ; 
but indeed thou mayeR well fmoke them, bccaufe thy 
name is Smoke, 

Smoke, Why, firs, I hope Smoke, the fmith of Cke/)- 
[kady is as good a man as Chuh^ the chandler eF. Sand- 
wich, 

Spi, Peace, ye rogues ; what, are you quarrelling ? 
and now lift to Captaine Spicing, 

You know Cheapfide : there are the mercers’ fiiops. 
TOiere we will nieafure veluet by the pikes, 

And hikes and fatins by the ftreet’s whole bredth ; 
Wele take the tankards from the conduit'cocks 
To fill with ipocras and drinke caroiile, 

Where chains of gold and plate ihall be as plenty 
As wooden difhes in the wild of Kent 
Smoke. , Oh, brauely faid, Ned Spicing ! the honcfl- 
efl lad that euer pound fpice in a mortar. Now fpeaks 
Captaine Smoke, 

Looke, lads ; for from this hjll ye may difeerne 
The ioueiy town which we are marching to : 

That fame is London, lads, ye looke vpon : 

Range all arow, my heares, and Rand' at gaze, 

As do the herds of deere at foaie Rrange fight, 

Or as a troop of hungry trauellers, 

That fixe their eyes vpon a furniflit feaR. 

Looke how the Tower doth tice vs to come on, 

To take out Htfiry the Sixt, there prifoner \ 
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See how Saint Katharines* fmokes ; wipe, ilaues, yoiir. 
eyes, 

And whet your ilomachs for the good malt-pies. 

Chub, Why, then, belike I am nobody. Room and 
avoidance, for now fpeaks Captain Chub, 

No fooiier in London will wee be, 

Eut the bakers for you, the brewers for mee. 

Birchin lane fliall fuite vs. 

The coflermongers fruite vs, 

The poulters fend vs in fowl, 

And butchers meate without controul : 

And euer when we fuppe-- or dine, 

The vintners freely bring vs in wine. 

In anybody aske who fball pay, 

Cut off his head and fend him away. 

This is Captain ChtiUs law, whofoeuer fay nay. 

FaL Brauely refolued, fo march we forward all, 
And boldly fay, good luck fhall us befall. Exeunt, 

E?iter the Lord Major, M. Shore, a7tdldl, Joffelin, in 
their veluet coats and gorgets, and leadmgjiaues, 

' Mayor, This is well done. Thus fiiould good Citti- 
zens 

Falliion themfelues as well for wane as peace. 

Haue ye commanded that in euery flreete 
They hang forth lights as foon as night comes on 1 
Say coufm Shore ; that was referred to you. 

Shore, We haue, my lord. Befides, ‘ from euery 
hall 

There is at leafl two hundred men in armes. 

Mayor, It cheeres my heart to 'hear this readi- 
neffe. 

Let neuer rebels put true fubiedls down. 

Come when they will, their welcome fliall be fucli, 

As they had better kept them further off. 

But where is Maifler Recoi'der t his aduice 
Mull not be wanting in thefe high affairs. 

Shore, About an hour ago, and fomewhat more, 
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I left him fortifying the bridge, my lord ; 

Which done, he purpofed to meete you here. 

Maior, A difcreet painful gentleman he is, 

And we mufl all of vs be fo inclin’d, 

If we intend to haue the City {afe, 

Or look for thanks and credit witli the King. 

I tell ye, ni afters, aged though I be, 

I, for my part, will to no bed this night. 

yof. Why, is it thought the BaRard is fo near? 
Maior, How meane ye, MaiRer by 

near ? 

He neither comes from Italy nor Spaifi ; 

But out of Ke?it and Effex, which you know 
Are both fo near, as nearer cannot be. 

yof. Nay, by your patience, good my Lord, a 
word. 

Simple tho’ I am, yet I niiiR confefs, 
xA mifehief further off would, and fo forth ; 

You knowe my meaning. Things not feene before 
Are, and fo forth. Yet, in good fadneffe, 

I would that all were well 3 and perchance 
It may be fo. What 1 were it not for hope, 

The heart, and fo forth. But to the matter : 

You meane and purpofe ; I, I am fure ye do. 

Maior. Well, maifler yoffelin^ we are fure ye mean 
well, 

Although fomewhat defedliue in your vtterancc. 

yof. Ay, ay, my Lord Maior ^ I am you know, 
Willing, ready, and fo forth ; tut, tut, for me, 
ha, ha ! 

My manfion is at Mafn, and thence, you know, 

I come to help you in this needfull time, 

When rebels are fo bufy, and fo forth. 

What, maRers? age muR neuer be defpis’d. 

You Riall find me, my Lord, Rill, and fo forth. 

Efiter Urswick, the Recorder, 

Shore. My lord, now here comes MaiRer Recorder. 



13 


Edward the fourth, 

Rec. Good eii’n, my good Lord Alaior, The flreets 
are chain’d. 

The bridge well maim’d, and euery place prepar’d. 
Shall we now go together and confult 
What elfe there is to be determin’d of 

Maior. Your coming, Maifler Recorder^ was the 
thing 

We all defired 3 therefore, let vs confult. 

And now what fay ye, if with haife our pwver 
We iffue forth and giue the rebels fight ? 

Rcc, Before they do prouoke vs nearer hand. 

There were no way to that, if all be pieafed. 

Whats your opinion, Maifler of) elin ? 

yof. Good footh, my lord Maior and Maifler Re- 
corder^ 

You may take your choice ; but, in my conceit, 

Iffue if you will, or dfe flay if you will. 

A man can neuer be too wary and fo forth. 

Yet, as to iffue will not be the worfl, 

Even fo to tarry. Well, you may think more on’t, 

But all is one ; we fiiall be fare to fight, 

And you are wife enough to fee your time ; 

I, I, a God’s name. 

Rec. My Lord, 

Accept his meaning better than his counfelL 
Maior. I, fo we do, or elfe we were to blame. 
What if we flop the paffage of the Thames 
With fuch prouifion as we haue of fliips ? 

Rcc. ’Tis doubtful yet, my lord, whether the 
rebels 

Purpofe that way to feek our detriment. 

Rather, raefeemeth, they will come by land, 

And either make affault at London Bridge.^ 

Or elfe at A/dgate, both which entrances 
Were good they fliould be flrongly fortified. 

y’of. Well faid, maifler Recof'der. You do. I, I 
I ye warrant. 

Rcc. As for the other, the whole companies 
Of Mercers, Grocers, Drapers, and the reft, 
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Are drawne together, for their befl defence, 

Befide the Tower ^ a neighbour to tliat place, 

As on the one fide it will cieare the riuer, 

So on the other, with their ordinance, 

It may repulfe and beate them from the gate. 

A noife wit/iin. 

Maior. What noife is this ? prouicle ye'fucldenly, 
And euerie man betake him to liis charge. 


Bfiter a Meffenger. 

Shore, Soft j who is this f How now, my friend e, 
what newes ? 

My mafler, the Lieutenafit of the Tower, 
Giues ye to vnderftand he hath defcried 
The army of the rebels. 

Tec. Which way come they ? 

Mef. From Effexward ; and therefore his his 
mind 

You guard both Aldgate well and* Bijhopfgate. 

Maior. Saint George, a^way I and let vs all refolue 
Either to vanquilh this rebellious rout, 

Preferae our goods, our children, and our wiucs, 

Or feale our refolution with our lines. Exeunt. 


Enter Falconbridge, with Spicing and his Troopes. 

Fal. Summon the City, and command our en- 
trance ; 

Which, if we fhall be flubbomly denied, 

Our power lhail rulh like thunder through the walls. 
SpL Open your gates, llaues, when 1 command ye. 


Spicing heats on the gates, and then enters the Lord 
Maior and his affociates, with prentices. 

Maior. What’s he that beats thus at the City 
gates, 
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Commanding entrance as lie were a. king*? 

FaL He that will haue releaf ement for a Kingj 
Thomas Neuille^ the Lord Falmibridgc, 

Spi. HOj firrali, you dapperdudgin, vnlocke, vn- 
bolt ! or ril bolt you, if I get in. Stand you preach** 
ing, with a pox ? 

Maior. We liaue no warrant, Thomas Falconbridge^ 
To let your armed troops into our city, 

Confidering you haue taken vp thefe arms 
Again ft our foueraign and our countries peace. 

FaL I tell thee, Maior, and know he tells thee fo, 
That cometh armed in a king’s defence, 

That I crane entrance in King Henry s name, 

In right of the true line of Lanchjler. 

Methinks that word, fpoke from a Neuillis mouth, 
Should like an earthquake rend your chained 
gates, 

And tear in pieces your portcuilifes. 

I thunder it again into your ears, 

You flout and braue couragious Londoners ; 

In Hefiry's name, I craue my entrance in. 

Eec- Should Henrfs name command the entrance 
here, 

We fhould deny allegiance vnto Edward, 

Whofe true and faithful fubiedls we are fworn, 

And in whofe prefence is our fword vpborne. 

FaL I tell thee, traitor, then thou bear’fl thy 
fword 

Againll thy true vn doubted king. 

Shore, Nay, then, I tell thee, baflard Falco/ibridge, 
My lord Maior bears his fword in his defence, 

That put the fword into the arms of London, 

Made the lord Maiors for euer after knights, 

Richard, depos’d by Henry Bolingbroke, 

From whom the houfe of Yorke doth claiine their 
right. 

FaL What’s he that anfwers vs thus faucily ? 
Sfnoh, Sirrah, your name, that we may know ye 
hereafter. 
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Shore, My name is Shore, a goldfmith by my 
trade. 

Fal What 1 not that Shore that hath the dainty 
wife ? 

Shore’s wife, the flow’r of London for Iier beauty 1 
Shore. Yes, rebel, eu’n the very lame. 

SpL Run, rafcal, and fetch thy wafc to oiii 
General prefently, or elfe all the gold in Cheapjkie 
cannot ranfom her. Wilt thou not ilirre when I bid 
thee ? 

Fal. Shore, liflen : thy wife is mine, thats flat. 

This night, in thine own hoiife, Ihe lleeps with 
me. 

Now, Crosby., lord Maior, fliall we enter in ? 

Maior. Crosby, the lord Maior, tells Ihce, proud 
rebel, no. 

FaL No, C?'osby fhall I not ? Then doting 
lord, 

I cram the name of rebel down thy throat. 

There’s not the poorefl rafcal of my camp, 

But if he chance to meet thee in Cheapfide, 

Ypon thy foot-cloth, he fhail make thee light, 

And hold his flirrup while he mount thy horfe, 

Then lackey him which way he pleafe to go. 

Crosby, I’ll make the citizens be glad 
To fend thee and the aldermen, thy brethren, 

All manacled and chain’d like galley-flaues, 

To ranfom them and to redeem the city. 

Maior. Nay, then, proud rebel, paufe, and hear 
me fpeak. 

There’s not the poorefl and meanefl citizen, 

That is a faithful fubie<R to the King, 

But, in defpite of thy rebellious rout, 

Shall walk to Borne, a fmali wand in his hand, 

Although thou lie encamp’d at Mik-emi Green, . 

And not the proudefl rebel of you all 
Shall dare to touch him for his damned foul 
Come, we will pull vp our portcullifes, 

And let me fee thee enter if thou dare. 
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Fal Spoken like a man, and true veluet-iacket, 
And we will enter, or ilrike by tlie way. Exeunt, 


Enter Lord JWazor, Eecorder, and loffelin. 

Maior, Where’s Mailer Recorder and Mailer lof- 
felin % 

Rcc. Here, my lord Maior, We nowhaue manned 
the walls, 

And fortified fuch places as were needfull. 

Maior. Why, it is well, brothers and citizens 3 
Stick e to your city as good men lliould do. 

Think that in Richards time even fuch a rebel 
Was then by Walworth^ the lord Maior of London, 
Stabb’d dead in Smithfield, 

Then ihow yourfelues as it befits the time, 

And let this find a hundred Walworths now 
Dare ilabbe a rebell, were he made of braffe. 

And, prentices, flick to your officers, 

For you may come to be as we are now. 

God and our King againfl an arrant rebel ! 

Brothers, away 3 let vs defend our walles. 

Firjl Ap, My Lord, your wordes are able to 
infufe 

A double courage in a coward’s breafl. 

Then feare not vs ; although our chins be bare, 

Our hearts are good : the trial fliall be feene 
Againfl thefe rebels on this champion green e. 

Sec, Ap, We haue no tridsies nor policies of 
warre, 

But by the antient cuflom of our fathers, 

We’ll foundly lay it on 3 take’t off that will : 

And, Londofi prentices, be rul’d by me 3 
Die ere ye lofe fair Londons liberty. 

Spi, How now, my flat-caps 3 are you growne fo 
brave 1 

’Tis but your wordes : when matters come to proofe, 
You’ll feud as twere a company of fheepe. 



j 8 The fir ft part of 

My counfei therefore is to keepe your flioppes. 

What iacke you? better will befeeme your moiithes 
Than temis of warre. In footii, you are too 
yong. 

Firjl Ap. Sirrah, go to ; you fhall not fincle it fo« 
Flat-caps thou call’ll vs. We fcorne not the name, 
And fliortly, by the vertue of our fwords, 

We’ll make your cappe fo fit unto your crowne, 

As fconce and cappe and all fiiall kiffe the ground. 
Sec. Ap, You are thofe defperate, idle, fwaggering 
mates, 

That haunt the fuburbes in the time of peace, 

And raife vp ale-houfe brawls in the flreete ; 

And when the rumour of the warre begins, 

You hide your heads, and are not to be found, 
lliou term’d: it better that we keep our flioppes. 

It’s good indeede wee fhould have inch a care. 

But yet, for all our keeping now and then, 

Your pilfring fingers break into our locks, 

Vntil at Tyburn you acquit the fault. 

Go to : albeit by cuftome we are milde, 

As thofe that do profeffe ciuility, 

Yet, being moud, a neft of angry hornets 
Shall not be more offenfiue than we will. 

Wele fly about your ears and fling your hearts. 

Joff. He tells you truth, ray friends, and fo 
forth. 

Fill Who can endure to be fo braifld by boys ? 
Firft Ap. Nay, fcorn vs not that we are prcntice.s. 
The Chronicles of 'Fngla?id can report 
'What memorable adlions we haue done, 

To which this daies achieuement fliall be knit, 

To make the volume larger than it is. 

Maior. Now, of mine honour, ye do cheere my 
heart. 

Braue Englifh offsprings, valiantly refolu’d ! 

Sec. Ap. My Lord, return you back ; let vs alone ; 
You are our mailers ; giue vs leaue to' work ; 

And if we do not vanquifli them in fight, 
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Let vs go fupperlefs to bed at night 

Exeunt ail but Spicing, Smoke, and their crew. 

SpL Smoke, get thee vp on the top of S. Buttolphs 
lleeple, and make a proclamation. 

Smoke. What, a plague, flioiild I proclaime there 

SpL That the bells be rung backward, 

And cutting of throats be cried Iiauock. 

No more calling of lanthorn and candle-light : 

That maidenheads be valued at juft nothing; 

And facke be fold by the fallet. 

That no piddling ilaue (Land to picke a locke, but 
flafli me off the hinges, as one would fiit up a cow’s 
paunch. 

Smoke. Let no man haue leffe then a warehoufe to 
his wardrope. Cry a fig for a fergeant, and walk by 
the Counter like a lord : plucke out the clapper of 
Bow Bell, and hang vp all the fextons in the city. 

SpL Rantum, fcantum, rogues, follow your leader, 
Cavallero Spicing, the maddeil Ilaue that euer puncl 
fpice in a mortar. 

Smoke. Take me an vfurer by the greafie pouch 
and lhake out his crownes, as a hungry dog would 
ihake a haggas. Bar foule play, rogues, and Hue by 
honefl filching and flealing : he thatlmth a true finger, 
let him forfeit his face to the frying-pan. Follow your 
leader, rogues, follow your leader 1 

SpL Afiault, affault ! and cry, a Falconbridge / 

J offelin on the walls cries to them 

J^os. Sirrah Spicing, if Spichig be thy name, we are 
here for matters and caufes as it might feem for the 
king : therefore, it were good, and fo forth. 

SpL Open the gates ; or, if be the picklocks, 
ye rogues, we’ll play the maffiff dogs amongfl you. If 
I worry not a thoufand of you with my teeth, let me 
be hanged in a packthread, and fo forth. 

"gPos. Fond fellow, iullice is to be vfed ; I, marry, 

c 2 
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is it ; and law in feme fort, as it were, is to be fob 
lowed. Ob, God forbid elfe ! This our magiftrate 
hath power as might feem, and fo forth ; for duty is to 
be obferued, and officers mufl be obeyed, in fort and 
calling, and fo forth. 

SpL Wedl talk more anon, good IMafler and-fo- 
forth. 

'Here is a very ficrie affault on all pdes, wherein the 
prentices doe great feruice. 

Enter Falconbridge, angry ^ with his men. 

Eal Why this is to truft to thefe bafe rogues, 

This dirty feum of rafeal peafantry, 

This heartlefs rout of bafe rafcality. 

A plague vpon you all, you cowardly rogues. 

You crauen curs, you fliniy muddy clownes, 

Whofe courage but confifls in multitude, 

Like flieep and neat that follow one another, 

Which if one run away, all follow after ; 

This hedgebred rafeal, this filthy fry of ditches ; 

A vengeance take you all I This ’tis to lead you. 

Now do you cry and flirieke at euery fliocke j 
A hot confuming mifehief follow you 1 
SpL ’Swounds 1 fcale, rogues, fcale ! A Fakon* 
bridge, a Falconbridge ! 

Enter Lord Maior and his train. 

Maior. Set open the gates ! Nay, then, well faily 
out. 

It heuer ffiall be faid, when I was Maior, 

The Londoners were fiiut vp in the city. 

Then cry King Edward, and let’s iffue out. 

FaL Now, if ye be true-hearted Englifiimen, . 
The gates fet open and the portcullis vp, 

Let’s pell-mell in, to fiop their paffage out 
He that firft enters be poffeft of Cheape, 
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I giue him it freely, and the chief ell wench. 

SpL That he can hnde. Let that lie in the bar- 
gaine. Exeunt 

The Lord Maior and the Citizens hauing valiantly 
repulfed the Rebels from the city, enters Falcon- 
bridge a?id Spicing, and their train, woimded and 
difmayed. 

SpL Hearell thou, general? there’s hot drinking 
at the Mouth of Bijhopfgate, for our foldiers are all 
mouth. They lie like rafcals, with their braines 
beaten out, Therefore, fince we are all like to feede 
hogs in Houndf ditch, let’ vs retire our troopes, and 
fane our maimed men : or, if we iffue further, we are 
put to the fword, euery mothers fonne of vs. 

Fed, Art thou that villain, in whofe damned 
mouth 

Was neuer heard’ of any word but wounds? 

'\¥hofe recreant limbs are notcht with gaping fears, 
Thicker than any carking craftfmans fcore, 

Whofe very fcalp is fcratch’d, and craz’d, and broken, 
Like an old mazer beaten on the flones ; 

And lland’fl thou now to faue our maimed men ? 

A plague upon thee, coward i 

SpL Why how now, bale Thomas ? ’S wounds 1 
wert thou a bafe-viol, thou art but a rafcal and a rebel, 
as I am, hearell thou ? If I do not turn true fubied, 
and leaue thee, let me be worried with dogs. 
’Swounds ! dofL thou impeach my manhood % Tom Ne- 
nille, thou had’H as good to haue damned thyfelf as 
uttered fuch a word. Flatly, I forfake tliee ; and all 
that loue Ned Spicing, follow me. 

Here the reft offer to follow, 
Fal Come, come, ye telly fool, thou feell me 
grieu’d, 

Yet canll not beare with mine infirmity. 

Thoujenowes I hold thee for as tall a man 
As any hues or breathes our Englilh aire. 
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I know there lines not a more fiery fpirit, 

A more refoliied, valiant, A plague vpon it 
Thou knowih I lone thee ; yet if a word efcape 
My lips in anger, how tefly then thou art 
I had rather all men left me then tliyfelf. 

Thou art my foul : thou art my genius. 

I cannot line without thee, not an hour. 

Thus mud I flill be fored, againd my will, afidc. 
To foothe this dirty daue, this cowardly rafcalL 
Come, come, be friends, ye tedy firebrand 1 
Wt mud retire. There is no remedy. 

SpL Nay, Tom, if thou wilt haue me mount 6n 
the walls, 

And cad myfelf down headlong on their pikes, 

He do it But to impeach my valour ! 

Had any man but thou fpoke half fo much, 

I would haue fpilt his heart. Still beware 
My valour : fuch words go hardly down. 

Well, I am friends : thou tlioughtd not as tlion 
fpakd, 

Fai. No ; on my foule, thou think'd not that I 
did. 

Sound a retreat there, I command ye, drait ! 

,But whither iliall we retire ? 

Spi To Mile-end Greene. There is no fitter 
place. 

Fai, Then let vs back retire to Mik-end Greene, 
And there expedl frefii fiiccour from our friends, 

With fuch fupply as fliall ere long afdire 

The city is our own. March on ! Away ! Exeunt 


Enter Lord Maior, with Ms traine, and prentices, 

Maior, Ye haue bedirr’d you like good citizens, 
And fiiown yourfelues true fiibiedls to your king. 
You worthily, prentices, bedir’d yourfelues, 

That ii did cheer my heart to fee your valour. 

The rebels are retir'd to Mile-end Creme, 
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Rec. Where fo we may not fiiifer them to ref!:, 

But iffue forth vpon them with frelh force. 

My lord Maior, diligence doth well, and fo 
forth. Matters mufl be looked into as they ought, 
indeed fliouid they. When things are well done, they 
are, and fo .forth ; for caufes and things mull indeed 
be looked into. 

Maior, Well, fir, we very well conceiue your 
meaning, 

And you haue fhown yourfelf a worthy gentleman. 

See that our walls be kept with courts of guard, 

And well defended againfl the enemy. 

For we will now withdraw vs to Guildhall^ 

To take aduice what further mufl be done. Exeunt, 

Enter Mafler Shore and Jane, his Wife, 

Shore, Be not afraid, fweetheart, the worfl is 
pall ; 

God haue the praife, the vidlory is ours. 

We haue preuailed : the rebels are repuls’d, 

And euery flreete of London foundeth ioy. 

Canfl thou, then, gentle yane, be fad alone % 
yane. I am not fad now you are here with me, 

My ioy, my hope, my comfort, and my loue, 

My dear, dear husband, kindefl Matthew Shore, 

But when thefe arms, the circles of my foule, 

Were in the fight fo forward, as I heard, 

How could I choofe, fweetheart, but be afraide % 
Shore. Why dofl thou tremble now, when perils 
pafl I 

yane. I think vpon the horror of the time. 

But tell me why you fought fo defperately % 

Shore. Firfl to maintain King Edward's royalty ; 
Next, to defend the city’s liberty; 

But chiefly yam^ to keep thee from the toil 
Of him that to my face did vow thy fpoil. 

Had he preuaild, where then had been our Hues ? 
Difhonouid our daughters, rauiflid our fair wiues ; 
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Poffeffd our goods, and fet our feruants free ; 

Yet all this nothing to the lofs of thee* 

Jane* Of me fweetheart ? why how lliould I be 
lofll 

Were I by thoufand flormes of fortune toft, 

And ftiould indure the pooreft wretched life, 

Yet Jane will be thy honeft loyal wife. 

The greateft prince the Sunne did euer fee, 

Shall neuer make me proue vntrue to thee. 

Shore. I feare not faire means, but a rebels 
force. 

Jane. Thefe hands fliall ’ make this body a dead 
corfe 

Ere force or flattery fhall mine honour ftain. 

Shore. True fame furuiues, when death the fiefli 
hath flain. 

Enter an Officer from the Lord Maior. 

Officer. God faue ye, mafter Shore^ and, niiftrifs, 
by your leaue ; 

Sir, my lord Maior fends for you by me, 

And prays your fpeedy prefence at Gmidhali, 

Theres newes the rebels haue made head againe, 

And haue enfeoned themfeiues vpon Mile-end, 

And prefently our armed men muft out. 

You being Captaine of two companies, 

In honour of your valour and your skill, 

Muft leade the vaward. God and right ftand with 
ye ! 

Shore. Friend, tell my Lord He wait vpon him 
ftrait. 

lane. Friend, tell my Lord he does my husband 
wrong, 

To fet him foremoft in the danger flilL 
Ye fhall not goe, if I may haue my will. 

Shore. Peace, wife, no more. Friend, I will fol- 
low ye. ^ £xit. 

lafie. Ifaith ye fhall not. Prethee do not go. 
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Shore. Not go, fweetheart? that were a cowards 
trick, 

A traitor’s part, to flirink when others fight. 

Enuy fliall neuer fay that Matthew Shore, 

The goldfoiith, fiayd, when other men went out 
To meet his Kings and countrys enemy. 

No, lane ; gainfl all the rebels on Mile-e7id, 

I dare alone King Edwards right defend. 

Ia7ie. If you be flaine, what fiiall become of me % 
Shore^ Right well, my wench : enow will marry 
thee. 

I leaiie thee worth at leafl fiue thoufand pound. 

Jane, hlarry again ? that word my heart doth 
wound. She weeps. 

ni neuer marry, nor I will not Hue 
If thou be killd Let me go with thee, Mat, 

Shore. Tis idle talke, good lafze ; no more of 
that. 

Go to my lady Maioreffe and the refl, 

As you are flill companion with the befl ; 

With them be merrie, and pray for our good fpeed. 
lafie. To part from thee, my very heart doth 
. bleed. Exeunt. 

Enter Falconbridge with his Ti'oops, marching as being 
at Mile e 7 id. 

EaL Yet Hand we in the fight of vpreard Troy, 
And fuck the air fhe draws : our very breath 
Flies from our nofirils warme vnto the walls. 

We beard her briflling fpires, her battled towers, 

And proudly (land and gaze her in the face. 

Look on me, and I doubt not ye imagine 
My worth as great as any one of yours, 

My fortunes, would I bafely fawn on Edward, 

To be as fair as any mans in Engla7id. 

But he that keeps your Soueraign in the Tower 
Flath feized my land, and robbd me of my right. 

I am a gentleman as well as hee. 

What he hath got, he holds by tyranny. 
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Now, if you faint, or cowardly fliould fly, 

There is no hope for any one to line. 

We heare the Londoners will Icaiie the city, 

And bid vs battle here on Mik-md Griyi?, 

Whom if we vanquiUi, then we lake the town, 

And ride in triumph thorough Cheapc to Ikuis. 

The Mint is ours, Chcape^ Lombard Sired, our own ; 
The meanefl folclier wealthier tlian a king. 

Spl March fair, ye rogues, all kings or c;ij)kiiitters. 
Doll thou hear, Tom Falconbrub^c ^ I prithee grant 
me one boon I fhall aske thee. 

Fal What is it, ]Sfcd% its hard I fliould deny 
thee. 

Spi. Why, that when we haue won tlie city, as 
we cannot chufe but win it, that I may haue the 
knighting of all thefe rogues and rafcals. 

FaL What then ? 

Spi, What then? Zounds, I fcorn your feuruy, 
wry-mouthed What then ? Now, a poxe take me if I 
fight a blow. 

Fal. Why, this is fine. Go to ; knight whom thou 
wilt. 

SpL Who? I knight any of them ? He fee them 
hanged firfl for a company of tattered ragged rafcals. 
If I were a’ king, I would not knight one of them. 
CImh. What, not me, Cavallero Chub 
Spi. Yes, I care not if i knight thee ; and yet He 
fee thee hanged ere He honour thee fo much. I care 
not fo much for the matter; but I would not be 
denied my humour. 

Fal. Why, what a perverfe fellow art thou, Md I 
Spi. Ho, my fine Tom, my braue Ikhmbrb/i^'e, my 
mad Grecke, my lufly Nciiilk I thou art a king, a 
Cesfar ! a plague on thee ; I loue thee not, and yet 
He die with thee. 

Enter the Lord Maior, Recorder, loffelin, Shore, and 
their Soldiers, marchhig, 

Maior. See how rebellion can exalt itfeif. 
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Pruning the feathers of fick difcipline. 

Rec, They think they can outlook our truer looks. 
Shore, Mark b.ut the fcornful eye of Falconhridge, 
Maior, I rather think tis feare vpon his cheeke. 
Deciphers pale difturbance in his heart. 

yos. Our coming forth hath — well, I fay no more; 
But fhall we take occafion, and fo forth ? 

Rebellion fhould haue no refpite. Oh, my lord, 

The time hath been — but all is one for that. 

Spi. Plow like a troop of rank oreridJen jades 
Yon bufliy-bearded citizens appeare ! 

Chub, Nay, rather fo many men in the moone, 
And euery one a furzen buhl in his mouth. 

SpL The four and twenty wards 1 now, fair befal 
them ; 

Would any one haue thought before this houre, 

There had been fuch increafe of muddy flaues ? 

Fa/. Peace, foldiers ! they are refoiute, you fee ; 
And not to flatter vs, nor fauoiir them, 

Such haughtie homacks feldom haue been feene 
Imbodied in the breafls of Citizens. 

How flernly in their own peculiar flrength, 

Without the affiflance of their lingring King, 

Did they of late repulfe vs from their walls 1 
And now again how expeditioully, 

And vnexpedled, they haue met vs here 1 
Were we more deadly incenfd than we are,' 

I would not but commend their chiualry, 

*5^/. Captaine, fliall we goe challenge them to 
fight ? 

Sblood ! we burn daylight ; they ■will think, anon, 

We are afraid to fee their glittering fwords. 

Chub, Tell them, they come inflead of pudding 
pies 

And Stratford cakes, to makers a banquet here. 

RaL Soft ; giue me leaue ; I will deuife with 
words 

To weaken and abafli their fortitude. 

Rec. The baHard offers to come forth, my lord. 
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Maior, I am the man intend to anfwer him. 

Fal Crosby 1 
Maion Traitor ! 

AIL Traitor ! zounds, down with him ! 

FaL Be patient : giue me leaue, I fay, to fpeak. 

I doubt not but the traitors name fliall refl 
With thofe that keep their lawfull King in bonds. 
Mean time, ye men of Lo7idon^ once again 
Behold my warlike colours are clifplayed, 

Which I haue vowed fhali neuer.be wrapt vp 
Vntil your lofty buildings kiffe our feete, 

Vnlefs you grant me paffage through your ftreetes. 

Rec. Paffage, faifl thou 1 That miifl be ore our 
brefls, 

If any paffage thou art like to haue. 

FaL Why then vpon your bodies will I treade, 
And wade through ftanding pooles of your loft blood. 
Shore, We know thy threates, and reckon them as 
winde, 

Not of fufficient power to fhake a reede. 

SpL But we fhook your gates not long agoe, 

And made your walls to lhake like Irifh bogges. 

Chib, I, and fo terrified ye, that not one of ye 
durll come to fetch a pint of facke at the Mouth at 
Bifliopfgate\ no, not for your Hues. 

Jos. I, but you know what followed, and fo 
forth. 

Spi. Et cetera! are you there? methinkes, the 
fight of the dun bull, the NeiiUks honoured creft, 
fiiould make you leaue your broken fentences, and 
quite forget euer to fpeake at all 
Shore, Nay, then, look thou upon our Cities arms, 
Wherein is a bloody dagger : that is it, 

Wherewith a rebel like to Falconbridge 
Had his defert, meet for his treachery. 

Can you behold that, and not quake for fear 1 
Rcc, Since when, it is fucceffiuely decreed, 

Traitors with vs fhali neuer better fpeed. 

Spl Captaine and fellow-foldiers, talk no more, 
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But draw your meaning forth in downright blows. 

Mr I Sound then alarum. 

Maior. Doe the like for vs. 

And where the right is, there attend fuccefs 1 

Stay, and be better aduisd. Why, country- 
men, 

What is this Falco7ih7'idge you follow fo % 

I could inftrudl you ; but you know my minde, ’ 

And, Fakonhridge^ what are thefe rufticalls, 

Thou fliouldll repofe fuch confidence in giaffe ; 

Shall I informe thee ? No, thou art wife enough. 
Edwar^d of York delayes the time, you fay ; 

Therefore he will not come. Imagine fo. 

The cities weake. Hold that opinion ftili. 

And your pretence King Henrys liberty. 

True ; but as how % Shall I declare you % No. 

What then ? youle fight A Gods name, take your 
choice. 

I can no more but giue you my aduice. 

FaL Away with this parenthefis of words. 

Crosby^ courage thy men, and on this Greene 
Whofe caufe is right, let it be quickly feen. 

Maior. I am ready as thou canfl defire. 

On then, a Gods name ! 

Tkey fight The rebels driue them back. Then enter 
Falconbridge a^id Spicing, 

FaL This was well fought Now, Spichrg^ lift to 
me. 

The citizens thus hauing giuen vs ground, 

And therefore fomewhat daunted, take a band 
Of Efiex foldiers, and with all the fpeed 
Thou pofiibly canfl make, withdraw thyfelf, 

And get bet’ween the city gates and them. 

SpL Oh braue Tom Neuille^ gallant Falconbridge^ 

I aim at thy intended policy ; 

This is thy meaning : while thou art employd 
And holdfl them battle here on Mile-end Gi'cene^ 
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I niufl prouide, as harbinger before, 

There be not only cleare and open paffage, 

But the befl merchants houfes to receiue 
Vs and our retinue. I am proud of that, 

And will not lleepe vp>oii thy juft command. 

Fai. Away, then ! I will follow as I may, 

And doubt not but that ours will be the day. 

After fome excurfious^ enter Lord Maior afid Majier 
Shore. 

Maior, We haue recouerd what before we loll, 
And Heauen flands with the juflice of our caufe. 

But this I noted in the fight euen now, 

That part of this rebellious crew is fent, 

By what direction, or for what intent, 

I cannot gueffe, but may fufpedl the woril ; 

And, as it feemes, they compaffe it about 
To hem vs in, or get the gate of vs : 

And therefore, coufin Shore,^ as I repofe 
Trufl in thy valour and thy loyalty, 

Draw forth three hundred bowmen and fome pikes, 
And prefently encounter their affault. 

Shor^e, 1 haue your meaning; and effeffl, my 
Lord, 

I trufl flrall difappoint them of their hope. Exit, 

After an alarum^ enter Spicing, with a Erum^ and 
certam Soldiers, 

SfL Come on my hearts, we will be kings to- 
night, 

Caroufe in gold, and fleep with merchants wines, 
While their poor husbands lofe their hues abroad : 

We are now quite behind our enemies backs, 

And theres no let or hindrance in the way, 

But we may take pofieffion of the town. 

Ah you mad rogues, this is the wifhed hour ; 

Tollow your leader and be refoiute. 
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As he marches^ ihlnJdng to enter Shore arid his Sol- 
diers iffue forth and rcpulfe him. After excur- 
fions, wherein the Rchclsare difperfed^ enter Maior^ 
Recorder^ Shore, Joffelin, and a Meffenger talking 
zai/h the Afaior. 

Afaior. I, my good friend, fo certify his Grace, 
The rebels are difper-fed all and fled, 

And now 'his iiighiielle meetes with vidlory. 

Exit Meffenger, 

Marflial yourfelues, and keepe in good array. 

To add more glory to this vidlory, 

The King in perfon coraeth to this place. 

How great e an honour liaiie you gaind to-day 1 
And how much is this City famed for euer, 

That twice, witlioiit the h'elp either of King, 

Or any but of God and our own felues 
We haue preualFd againfl our countries foes. 

Thankes to his maiefly affifled vs, 

Who always helps true fubiecls in their need 1 

The trumpets found.^ a^td then enters King Edward, 
Lord Howard, Seiiinger, and the train. 

King, Where is my Lord Afaior % 

Afaior. Here, dread Soueraign. 

I hold no lordlhip nor no dignity 
In prefence of my gracious Lord the King. 

But ail I humble at your Highneffe feet, 

With the mofl happy conquefl of proud rebels, 
Difperfd and fled, that now remaines no doubt 
Of euer making head to vexe vs more. 

King. You haue not taiie the ballard Eakon- 
hridge, 

Or is he flain ? 

Maior. Neither, my gracious Lord. 

Although we labour'd to our vttermoil, 

Yet all oiir care came ouer-fhort 
For apprehending him or Spkmg either ; 
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But fome are taken ; others on profferd gi'ace 
Yielded themfeiues, and at your mercy (land. 

King. Thankes, good Lord Malor. You may 
condemn vs 

Of too much flacknefs in fuch vrgent need ; 

But we afiure you on our royall word, 

So foon as we had gather’d vs a power, 

We dallied not, but made all hafte we could. 

What order haue ye tane for Fakonhridge 
And his confederates in this rebellion % 

Maior. Vnder your leaue, my leige, we haue 
proclaim’d 

Who bringeth Falmihridge^ aliue or dead, 

Shall be requited with a thoufand markes. 

As much for Spid7ig. Others of lefs worth, 

At eafier rates are fet. 

Kmg, Well haue ye done ; 

And we will fee it paid from our Exchequer. 

Now leaue we this and come to you, 

That haue fo well deferu’d in thefe affaires, 

Affaires, I mean, of fo maine confequence. 

Kneel down and all of you receiue in field 
The honour you haue merited in field. 

Drawes his /word and hiigkis them, 
Arife Sir John Crofebie, Lord Maior of London and 
Knight. 

Arife Sir Kaife Joffelim Knight 
Arife Sir Thomas Vrfc'wicke^ our Kecorder of London 
and Knight 

Now tell me which is Mafler Shoare. 

Maior. This fame, my Lord, 

And hand to hand he fought with Fakonhridge. 

King. Shoaroy kneel thou down. What call ye elfe 
his name? 

Fee. His name is Mathew Shoare, my Lord. 

Kmg. Shoare 

Wliy kneeia thou not, and at thy Soueraignes hand 
Keceiue thy right ? 

Shore. Pardon me, gratious lord, 

I doe not Hand. contemptuous, or defpifmg 
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Such royall fauor of my Soueraign, 

But to acknowledge mine vnworthinefs. 

Fame be it from the thought of Mathew Shoare 
That he Hiould be aduanc'd with Aldermen, 

With our Lord Maior, and our right graue Recorder. 
If any thing hath been performd by me, 

That may deferue your Highnes raeanfl refpedl, 

I haiie enough, and I defire no more ; 

Then let me craue that I may haue no more. 

King. Well, be it as thou wilt ; fome other way 
We will deuife to quittance thy delerts, 

And not to faile therein, vpon my word. 

Now let me tell ye all my friends at once. 

Your King is married fmce you faw him lafl, 

And hafle to helpe you in this needfull time 
Made me on fudden to forfake my Bride. 

But feeing all things are fallen out fo well, 

And there remaines no further doubt of ill, 

Let me entreate you would go boote yourfelues, 

And bring your King a little on his way. 

How fay you, my Lord j fiiall it be fo f 

Ma. Now God forbid but that my Lord the King 
Should always haue his fubiedls at command. 

Forbid, quotha ? I, in good fadnefs : your 
maieflie lliall hnde vs alwaies ready, and fo forth. 

Khig. Why, then, fet forward, Gentlemen ; 

And come, L. Maior^ I mufl conferre with you. 

Exeunt 

Enter Falconbridge and Spicing, with their weapons 
in their hands. 

Spi. Art thou the man whofe viclories drawne 
at fea 

Fild euery heart with terror of thy name ? 

Art thou that Neuill whom we tooke thee for ? 
lliou art a loiife, thou baflard Falconbridge i 
Thou bafer than a baflard, in wdiofe birth 
The very dregs of feruitude appeares. 


D 
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Why, tell me, liuer of fome rotten flieepe, 

After, by thy allurements, we are brought 
To vndertake this coiirfe, after thy promifes 
Of many golden mountaines to enfue, 

Is this the greatefl comfort thou canil giiie ? 

Haft thou enfnar’d our heeclleffe feet with tleatii,, 
And brought vs to the libbet of defame, 

And now doH bid vs fiiilt and fane ourfeliies * 

No, crauen, were I fure I flioukl be tane, 

I would not llir my feete, vntill this hand 
Had venged me on thee for mifgiiiding us, 

FaL Opprobrious uillaiiie, liable excrement, 

That neuer dreamtfl of other manhood yet, 

But how to ierke a horle, vntill my words 
Infiifd into thee refolutions lire. 

Controlifl thou me for that wherein thyfelf 
Art only the occafion of niilliap ? 

Hadfl thou and they Hood to it as well as I, 

The day had bin our own, and London now, 

That laughes in triumph, lliould haiie wept in teares. 
But, being backd by fuch faint-hearted llaues. 

No maruel if the Lion go to wracke, 

As though it were not incident to kings 
Sometime to take repulfe : mine is no more. 

Nor is it for that muddy brainc of thine 
To tutor me how to digefl my Ioffe, 

Then, % with thofe that are already lied, 

Or hay behind, and hang all but the head 
SpL Oh, prejudice to Spidngs cont|idring name, 
Whofe valour eidn the hackes this fwordc has made 
U]ion the flint and iron bars at Aldgate^ 

Like mouths will publilh whiles the City hands, 

That I llirunk backe, that I was neuer fecne 
To Ihow my manly fpleen but with a ivhip ? 

I tell thee Falconbridge^ the leah of thefe 
Doe challenge blood, before they be appeasM 
FaL Away, ye fcoundret 1 tempt not my refolue. 
The courage that fumiues in Fakonhridge 
Scornes the incoimter of fo bafe a drudge. 
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Spi. By the pure temper of this fword of mine, 

By this true flehi and blood that gripes the fame, 

And by the honour I did winne of late, 

Againil tliofe froflie-bearded citizens, 

It hiall be tride before we do depart, 

Whether accufetli other wrongfully, 

Or which of vs two is the better man. 

FaL I Hiall but quit the hangman of a labour : 
'Yet rather then to be vpbraided thus, 

The Eagle once will Hoop to feed on carion. 

They fight 


Enter Chub. 

Chiih. Hold, if ye be men ; if not, hold as ye are, 
rebels and Erong theeues. I bring ye newes of a pro- 
clamation. The King hath promifed that whofoeuer 
can bring the head of Falcofzbridge or Spicing^ fhall 
haue for his labour a thoufand crowns. What meane 
you then to fwagger? Saue yourfelues. 

Spt. This proclamation comes in happy time. 

He vanquiih Falconhridge^ and with this fword 
Cut off his head and bear it to the King. 

So not alone fliall I be pardoned, 

But haue the thoufand crownes is promifed. 

FiiL This rafcal was ordaind to faue my life, 

For now, when I haue ouerthrown the wretch, 

Euen with his head lie yield me to the King. 

His princely word is pail to pardon me ; 

And, though I were the chief in this rebellion, 

Yet this will be a meanes to make my peace. 

Chub. Oh, that I knew how to betray them both. ■ 
FaL How fayhl thou, Spicmg ? wilt thou yeeld 
thyfelf % 

For I haue vowd either aiiue or dead 
To bring thee to King Edward. 

Spi. . And I haue vowd the like by thee : 

Flow will thefe two bad contraries agree ? 
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36 The firji part of 

Chub. And I the fame by both of you. 

Fill Come, fir, lie quickly rid you of that care. 
Spi. And what thou lotted me dial! be thy (hare. 
Cliulh Here comes a Miller. Help to part the 
fray. 

Thefe are the rebells Fahmbridf’e anci S/tci/tp. 

The word of them is worth a thoufand crowns. 

jW/l Marry, and fuch a booty would I bane. ' 
Submit, fubinit ; it is in vaine to driue. Fxit, Fal. 
Spi. Why, what art thou ? 

Mil One that will hamper you. 

But whats the otlier that is fled away ? 

C/iub. Oh, miller, that was Fa/co/drMge, 

And this is Spicing, his companion. 

SpL I tell thee, miller, thou had beene the 
meanes 

To hinder the mod charitable deede 
That euer honed Chridian vndertooke. 

C/iub. Thou cand beare me witnefs, I had 
ta’en 

That mod notorious rebell, but for him. 

MIL But I haue taken thee ; and the world 
knowes 

That Spicing is as bad as who is bed. 

Spi. Why, thou midaked : I am a true fubiefl. 
Cbnb, Miller, he lies : be fure to hold him fod. 

Spi. Dod thou accufe me ? apprehend him too, 
For lies as guilty as anie of vs. 

Mil Come, you fliali both together anfwer it, 
Before my Lord Maior; and here he comes. 

Fnfer Lord Mam\ Joffeline, andoihcr Atkmiauts. 

Maior. Sir Ralph J^offeline, haue you euer feen a 
prince more affable ikizii Edward is? What merry 
talk he had vpon the way ! 

jPof. Doubtlefs, my lord, heie prone a royal 
King, 
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But liow now ; what are thefe ? 

Mil God faue your honour ! 

Here I prefen t vnto you, my Lord Jlfawr, 

A pair of rebels, whom I did efpy 
As I was bufy grinding at my mill ; 

And taking them for vagrant idle knaues, 

That had befet fome true man from his houfe, 

I came to keepe the peace ; but afterward 
Found that it was the baflard Falmibridge 
And this his mate, together by the ears. 

The one, for all that I could do, efcap’d : 

The other ftandeth at your mercy here. 

Maior. It is the rebel Spicing. 

Spi. It is indeed ; 

I fee you are not blind ; you know me then. 

Maior. Weil, miller, thou haft done a fubiedls 
part, 

And worthily deferull that recompence 
Is publickly proclaimed by the King. 

But whats this other ? I haue feene his face ; 

And, as I take it, he is one of them. 

Mil. I mufl confefs, I took them both together. 
He aided me to apprehend the reft. 

Chub. A tells you true, my lord. I am Cluib the 
Chandler ; and I curfe the time that euer I faw their 
faces ; for, if they had not been, I had lined an honeft 
man in mine owiie country, and neuer come to this. 
Spi. Out, rogue 1 dofl thou recant for feare of 
death ? 

I, Maior, I am he that fought to cut your throat ; 

And fince I haue mifeanied in the fadl, 
lie ne’er deny it, do the worll you can. 

Maior. Bring him away. He fiiall haue martiall law, 
And, at the next tree we do come vnto, 

Be hanged, to rid the world of fuch a wretch. 

Miller thy duty is a thoufand markes, 

Which muft be lharid betwixt thee and this poor fel- 
iowe 

That did reueale hinx And, firrah, your life is fau’d 
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On this condition, that you hang vp Spkhig, 

How faifl thou ? wilt thou do it 1 

Chuh^ Will I do it ? what a queflion is that I I 
would hang him if he were my father, to faue mine 
owne life. 

Maior, Then, when ye haiie done it, come home 
to my houfe, and there ye truly Hiall haiie your 
reward. 

S;pL Well, firrah, then thou rnuil be my hang- 
man ? 

Chub. I by my troth, fir, for fault of a better. 

SpL Well, commend me to little Pirn., and pray 
her to redeeme my paund hofe : they lye at the Blue 
Boare for eleuen pence, and if my hofLeffe will haue 
the other odd penny, tell her fire is a damned bawd, 
and there is no trueth in her fcore. 

Chub. Take no thought, fir, for your paund hofe. 
They are loufie, and not worthe redeeming. 

Spi. There is a conflable flickes in my mind : he 
got my fword from me, that night I fliould haue killed 
black Ralphe. If I had liued, I w^ould haue been 
meet with him. 

Chub. I, fir ; but here^s a thing fhali take an order 
for that. 

SpL Commend me to blacke Luce^ bouncing Befs^ 
and lufly Kate^ and the other pretty morfels of man’s 
fiefh. Farewell, pink and pinnace, flibote and caruel, 
Turnbull and Spittal 1 I die like a man. 

Club. Oh, captain Spicing thy vain enticing 
Brought me from my trade, 

From good candles-making to this pains- 
taking, 

A rebel to be made. 

Therefore, Ned Spicing^ to quit thy enticing,. 
This mufl be thy hope : 

By one of thy fellows to be led to the gal- 
lows, 

To end in a rope. ■ Exeunt. 
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E?ifer Hobs the Tafiner of Tainworth. 

Hobs. Dudgeon 1 dofl tliou heare ? looke well to 
Brock, my mare. Driiie Dun and her faire and foftly 
downe the hill ; and take heede the thoriies teare not 
the homes of my cow-hides, as thou goeft neare the 
hedges. Ha, what faiefl thou, kiiaue 1 Is the Bulls 
hide downe ? why, lay it vp again ; what care I ? He 
meet thee at the flile, and help to fet all flraite. 
And yet, God help 1 its a crooked world, and an vn- 
thrifty ; for fome, that haue ne’er a fhooe, had rather 
go barefoot than buy clout-leather to mend the old, 
when they can buy no new ; for they haue time enough 
to mend all, they fit fo long betweene the cup and the 
wall. Well, God amend them 1 God amend them ! 
Let me fee, by my executor here, my leather pouch, 
what I haue taken, what I haue fpent, what I haue 
gained, what I haue loft, and what I haue laid out. 
My taking is more than my fpending, for heeres flore 
left. I haue fpent but a groat ; a penny for my two 
iades, a penny to the poor, a penny pot of ale, and a 
penny cake for my man and me, a dicker of cow-hides 
coll me. 

Heer enter the Queene and Dufcheffe with their riding 

rods, tinpinnmg their mashes. Hobs goes forward. 

’Snailes, who comes here % Miftrifs Ferris, or Mif- 
trifs What call ye her ? Put vp, y^ohn Hobs : money 
tempts beauty. 

Dutch. Well met, good fellow : fawfl thou not the 
hart ? 

Hobs. My heart ? God blefs me from feeing my 
heart. 

Dutch. Thy heart ? the deer, man ; we demand 
the deere. 

Hobs. Do you demand whats deare? Marry, 
come and cow-hides. Mafs, a good fnug laffe, well 
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iike nijr daughter NelL I had rather than a bend of 
leather fliee and I might fmouch together. 

Dutch. Cam'fl thou not downe the wood ? 

Hobs. Yes, miilrifs ; that I did. 

Dutch. And fawefl thou not the deere imbofl ? 

Hobs. By my hood, ye make me laugh. What the 
dickens? is it loue that makes ye prate to me fo 
fondly? By my fathers fouie, I would I had jobcl 
faces with you. 

Hunts. Why, how now, Hohs ? fo fancy with the 
Diitchefle and the Queene ? 

Hobs. Much Queene, I trowe \ thefe be but wo- 
men : and one of them is iike my wench. I would 
die had her rags. I would giue a load of haire and 
homes, and a fat of leather, to match her to feme jiiflice, 
by the meg-holly. 

Hunt Be filent, Tanner, and aske pardon of the 
Queene. 

Hobs. And ye be the Queene, I cry ye mercy, 
good Miflrefs Queene. 

Queene. No fault, my friend. Madam, let’s take 
our bows, 

And in the handing feeke to get a hioot. 

Dutch. Come, bend our bows, and bring the herd 
of deer. Exeimt. 

Hobs. God fend yon good handing, and good 
hriking, and fat hefli ! See, if all gentlewomen be not 
alike when their blacke faces be on 1 I tooke 
the Queene, as I am a true tanner, for mihrefs 
Ferris. 


Enter Sellenger and Howard m greene. 

Soft, who comes here ? more knaues yet ? 

Set Ho, good fellow faweh thou not the King? 
Hobs. No, good fellow I faw no king, Which 
king doh thou ask for? 

Ho7a. Why, King Edward. What king is there 
eife? 
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Hobs, There’s another king, and ye could hit on 
him ; one Harry ^ one Harry ; and, by our Lady, they 
fay hees the honefler man of the two. 

SeL Sirrah, beware you fpeake not treafon. 

Hobs. What, if I do ? 

SeL Then flialt thou be 'hanged. 

Hobs. A clogs death : 111 not meddle with it ; for, 
by my troth, I know not when I fpeak treafon, when 
I do not There’s fuch halting betwixt two kings, 
that a man cannot go vpright, but he fhall offend 
t’one of them. I would God had them both, for 
me. 

Ho7tL Well, thou fawefl not the King? 

Hobs. No j is he in the country? 

How. He’s hunting here, at Draytoii Baffet. 

Hobs. The deuil he is ? God bleffe his mafLer- 
fhip : I faw a w’^oman heere, that they laid was the 
Queene. She’s as like my daughter, but my daughter 
is the fairer, as euer I fee. 

SeL Farewell, fellow j fpeake well of the King. 

Exeunt 

Hobs. God make him an lionefL man 1 I hope 
thats well fpoken ; for, by the moufe-foot, fome giue 
him hard words, whether he zerues em not. Let him 
look to that He meddle of my cow-hide, and let the 
w’'oiid Hide. 


Enter the King difguifcd. 

The deuil in a dung-cart. How thefe royfters fwarme 
in the country, now the King is fo neare ! God liuer 
me from this ; for this looks like a theefe ; but a man 
cannot tell amongfl thefe court-nols whofe true. 

King. Holla, my friend 1 good fellow, prithee, 
flay. 

Hobs. No fuch matter. I haue more hafle of my 
way. 

King. If thou be a good fellow, let me borrow a 
word. 
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Hohu My purfe, thou meanefl. I am no good 
feliowe ; and I pray God thou beeft not one. 

King, Why % doll thou not loue a good fellow ? 

Hobs, No : good fellowes be thieues. 

King, DoH thou think I am one ? 

Hobs, Thought is free ; and thou art not my 
ghoflly father. 

King. I mean thee no harme. 

Hobs, Who knows that but thyfelf I pray God 
he fpie not my purfe. 

King, On my troth I meane thee none. 

Hobs, Vpon thy oth He Hay. Now, what fail! 
thou to me % fpeak quickly \ for my company flaies for 
me beneath, at the next llile. 

King. The king is hunting hereabouts. Didfl 
thou fee his MaieHy % 

Hobs, His Maiefly ? what’s that ? his horfe or his 
mare ? 

King, Tulh 1 I meane his Grace ? 

Hobs, Grace, quotha % pray God he haue anie. 
Which king doefl thou quire for ? . 

King, Why, for King Edward, Knowell thou anie 
more kings then one % 

Hobs, I know not fo many ; for I tell thee I know 
none. Marry, I hear of King Edward, 

Kmg. DidH thou fee his Highneffe f 

Hobs. By my holidame, thats the bell terme thou 
gauell him yet : hes hie enough ; but he has put 
poor King Harry lowe enough. 

Kmg, How low hath he put him % 

Hobs. Nay, I cannot tell; but he has put him 
downe, for he has got the crowne ; much good doot 
him with it 

King, Amen. I like thy talke fo well, I would I 
knew thy name. 

Hobs. Doll thou not know me ? 

King,' No. 

Hobs, Then thou knowell nobody. Didll neuer 
heare of Mm Hobs, the Tanner of Tamworth ? 
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King, Not till now, I promife thee ; but now I 
like thee well. 

Hobs. So do not I thee. I feare thou art fome 
oiitrider, that lines by taking of purfes here, on 
Bajjets Heath. But I feare thee not, for I haue wared 
all my mony in cowhides at Colcshill Market, and my 
man and my mare are hard by at the hill-foote. 

King. Is that thy gray mare, thats tied at the Hile, 
with the hides on her back % 

Hobs. Thats Brocke., my mare ] and theres Dtm 
my nag, and Dudgeon^ my man. 

King. Theres neither man nor horfe ; but onely 
one mare. 

Hobs. Gods blue budkin ! has the knaue ferued 
me fo '? Farewell, I may lofe hides, horns, and mare 
and all, by prating with thee. 

King. Tarry, man, tarry! theile fooner take my 
gelding than thy grey mare j for I haue tied mine by 
her. 

Hobs. That will I fee, afore lie take your word. 

King. He beare thee company. 

Hobs. I had as lieue goe alone. Exeunt. 

Enter the two Himtfnwi agame with the bowes. 

1. Hunt. Now, on my troth, the Queene fhootes 
paffing well. 

2. Hunt. So did the Dutcheffe, when Ihe was as 
young. 

1. Himt. Age fhakes the hand, and fhoots both 
wide and fhort. 

2. Hunt. What haue they giuen vs % 

1. Himt Six rofe-nobles juft. 

2. Hunt. The Queen gaue foure. 

1. Htmt. True ; and the Dutcheffe twaine. 

2. Hunt. O, were we euer fo paid for our paine. 

I, Hunt Tut ! had the King come, as they faid 
he would, 

He would haue raind vpon vs fhow’rs of gold. 
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2. Hunt, Why, he is hunting fomewhere here- 
about. 

Let’s firfl go drink and then go feek him out. 

Exeunt 


Enter King Edward againe a?id Hobs. 

K, Ed. Hay faill thou tanner ? wilt thou take my 
courfer for thy mare ? 

Hobs, Courfer, callfl thou him ? So ill mought I 
fare, thy skittifh jade will neuer abide to carrie my 
leather, my horns, nor hide. But, if I \vere fo mad 
to fcore, what boote wouldfl thou giue me ? 

King. Nay, boote thats boot worthy. I look for 
boote of thee. 

Hobs, Ha, ha, a merry jigge. Why, man, Erocke, 
my mare, knowes ha and ree^ and will fland when I 
cry ho^ and let me get vp and down, and make water 
when I do. 

King ni giue thee a noble, if I like her pace. 
Lay thy cowhides on my faddle, and let’s jog towards 
Drayton, 

Hobs, ’Tis out of my way ; but I begin to like 
thee well. 

King, Thou wilt like me better before we do 
part. 

I prithee tell me, what fay they of the King ? 

Hobs, Of the Kings, thou meanefl. Art thou no 
blabbe, if I tell thee ? 

Kmg, If the King know’t not now, he iliall neuer 
knowe it for me. 

Hobs, Mafs, they fay King Harrie's a very ad- 
vowtry man. 

King. A deuout man ? And whats King Edward ? 

Hobs. He’s a frank franion, a merry companion, 
and loues a wench well. They fay he has married a 
poor widow, becaufe fhes faire. 

King, Doll thou like him. the worfe for that ? 

Hobs, No ; by my feckins, but the better ; for 
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though I be a plain Tanner, I loue a faire laffe my- 
felf. 

King. Prithee tell me, how loue they king Ed- 
ward ? 

Hobs. Faith, as poor folks loue holidays, glad to 
haue them now and then ; but to haue them come too 
often will vndoe them. So, to fee the King now and 
then his comfort ; but euery day would begger vs ; 
and I may fay to thee, we feare we lliall be troubled 
to lend him money ; for we doubt hees but needy. 

Kmg. Wouldfl thou lend him no money, if he 
fhouid neede? 

Hobs. By my halidome, yes. He fliali haue half 
my flore ; and lie fell foie leather to helpe him to 
more. 

King. Faith, whether louefl thou better Harry or 
Edward "I 

Hobs. Nay, thats counfel, and two may keepe it, 
if one be away. 

Kmg. Shall I fay my confcience % I think Harry 
is the true king. 

Hobs. Art aduifed of that? Harry s of the old 

houfe of Lancajier ; and that progenity do I loue. 

King. And thou doeft not hate the houfe of 
York % 

Hobs. Why, no; for I am jufl akin to Sutton 
Windmill ; I can grind which way foe re the winde 
blow. If it be Harry ^ I can fay, Well fare Lancajier. 
If it be Edward^ I can fing, Yorke^ Yorkc, for my 
mony. 

Kmg. Thou art of my mind ; but I fay Harry is 
the lawful king. Edward is but an vfurper, and a 
fool, and a coward. 

Hobs, Nay, there thou liefl. He has wit inough 
and courage inough. DofL thou not fpeake treafon ? 

King. Ay, but I know to whom I fpeake it 

Hobs. Doll thou? Weil, if I were conflable, I 
fhould be forfworn, if I fet thee not in the flockes for 
it. 
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Ring. Well, let it go no further ; for I did feme 
King ffa7'ry, and I loue him befl, though now I ferue 
King Edward. 

Hobs. Thou art the arranter knaue to fpeake ill 
of thy mafler. But firrah, whats thy name ? what 
office haft thou 1 and what will the King do for 
thee ? 

Ring. My name is Ned. I am the Kings butler ; 
and he will do more for me than for any nobleman in 
the court. 

Hobs. The deuil he will ? he’s the more fool ; and 
fo ril tell him, if ere I fee him ; and I would I might 
fee him in my poor houfe at Tamworth. 

King. Go with me to the Court, and He bring 
thee to the King ; and what fuit foe’er thou haue to 
him, 111 warrant thee to fpeed. 

Hobs. I ha nothing to do at Court. He home 
with my cowhides : and if the King will come to me, 
he ffiall be welcome. 

King. Hafl thou no fuit touching thy trade, to 
tranfpoit hides or fell leather onely in a certain circuit ; 
or about barke, or fuch like, to haue letters patent 1 

Hobs. By the mafs and the matins, I like not 
thole patents. Sirrah, they that haue them do, as the 
priefls did in old time, buy and fell the fmnes of the 
people. So they make the King belieue they mend 
whats amiffe, and for money they make the thing 
worfe than it is. Theres another thing in too, the 
more is the pity. 

Kmg. What pky, yohn Hobs ? I prithee fay all. 

Hobs. Faith, ’tis pity that one fubiedl lliould haue 
in his hand that might do good to many through the 
land. 

King. Say ft thou me fo, tanner? Well, let’s call 
lots whether thou llialt go with me to Hray/on^ or I 
go home with thee to TamwortJu 

Hobs. Lot me no lotting, lie not go with thee. 
If thou wilt go with me, caufe thou art my lieges 
man (and yet I think he has many honefler),' thou 
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(halt be welcome to ^ohn Hobs ; thou fhalt be wel- 
come to beef and bacon, and perhaps a bag-pudding ; 
and my daughter Nell fliail pop a poffet vpon thee, 
when thou goeil to bed. 

King, Heeres my hand. He but go and fee the 
King ferued, and He be at home as foon as thyfelf. 
Hobs. Dofl thou heare me, Ned% If I lhall be thy 
liofL, 

Make liafte thou art bell, for fear thou kifs the poll. 

Exit Hobs. 

King. Farewell, ^olm Hobs^ the honefl true 
tanner ! 

I fee plain men, by obferuation 

Of things that alter in the change of times, 

Do gather knowledge \ and the meanefl life 
Proportiond with content fufficiency, 

Is merrier then the mighty flate of kinges. 

Enters Howard and Sellenger. 

How now ? what newes bring ye, firs ? Wheres the 
Queene ? 

Sel. Her Highneffe and your Mother, my dread 
Lord, 

Are both inuited by Sir Humfrey Bowes^ 

Where they intend to feafl and lodge this night ^ 

And do expecSl your graces prefence there, 

Kmg. Tom Sellenger I haue other buhneffe, 

Aflray from you and all my other traine. 

I met a tanner, fuch a merry mate, 

So frolicke and fo full of good conceite, 

That I haue giuen my word to be his guefl, 

Becaufe he knowes me not to be the King. 

Good coufm Howard.^ grudge not at the ieafl, 

But greete my mother and my wife from me ; 

Bid them be merry : I mud haue my humour ; 

Let them both fuppe and lleepe "when they fee time. 
Commend me kindly to Sir Humfrey Bowes ; 

Tell him at breakfafl I will vifit him. 

This night Tom Sellenger and I mull feafl 
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With Hobs the tanner : there plain Ned and Tom \ 

Mo King nor Selknger for a thoufand pound. 

Enter a Mefenger^ booted^ with letters, and kneeling 
glues them to the King. 

Heno. The Queene and Dutcheffe will be dif- 
content, 

Becaufe his iiighnefs conies not to the feafl. 

SeL Sir Humfrey Bowes may take the mofl con- 
ceite ; 

But whats the end 1 the King will haue his plea- 
fure. 

King. Good news, my boys, Harry the Sixt is 
dead. 

Pemfe that letter. Sirrah, drink you that. 

Glues his purfe. 

And Hay not ; but poft back again e for life, 

And thanke my brother Glojicr for his newes : 
Commend me to him ; He fee him to-morrowe night. 
How like ye it firs ? 

SeL Oh, paffing well, my Liege ; 

You may be merry for this happy news. 

King. The merrier with our hofl the tanner, Tom* 
My lord, take you that letter to the ladies ; 

Bid them be merry with the fecond courfe ; 

And if we fee them not before we go, 

Pray them to journey eafily after vs ; 

Weele poll to London : fo good night, my lord. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Hobs a7id Ms daughter Nell. 

Hobs. Come, Nell, come, daughter. Is your hands 
and your face wafhed ? 

Nell. I, forfooth, father. 

Mobs. Yee mull bee cleanely, I tell ye ; for there 
comes a courtnoi hither to-night, the Kings mafler- 
ihips butler, Ned, a fpruce youth ; but beware ye be 
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not in loue nor ouertaken by him, for courtiers be 
flippery lads; 

Nell. No, forfooth, father. 

Hobs, Gods bieffing on thee 1 That half-yeares 
fchooling at Litchfield was better to thee then houfe 
and land. It has put fuch manners into thee — I 
forfooth, and No, forfooth, at euery word. Ye haue 
a clean fmock on. I like your apparell well. Is 
fupper ready ? 

Nell. I, forfooth, father. 

Hobs. Haue we a good barley bag-pudding, a piece 
of fat bacon, a good cow-heel, a hard cheefe, and a 
brown loaf? 

Nell. All this, .forfooth, and more. Ye fhall haue 
a pofiet ; but indeede the rats haue fpoiled your hard 
cheefe. 

Hobs, Now, the deuil choke them ! So they haue 
eat me a farthing candle the other night. 

Dudgeon {withm). What, maifLer, maifler 1 

Hobs, How now, knaue ? what fayfl thou, Dud- 
geon ? 

Dud. Heres guefls come. Wheres Helen ? 

Hobs. What guefls be they % 

Dud. A courtnol ; one Ned^ the Kings butcher, he 
faies, and his friends too. 

Hobs. Ned^ the Kings butcher % Ha, ha ! the Kings 
butler. Take their horfes and walk them, and bid 
them come near houfe. Nell^ lay the cloth, and clap 
fupper o^ th’ boord. Exit Nell. 

Enter King Edward and Selienger. 

Mafs, heres Ned^ indeed, and another mifproiid 
ruffian. Welcome, Ned, I like thy honefty; thou 
keepefl promife. 

Kmg, Ifaith, honefl tanner, He euer keep promife 
with thee. Prithee, bid my friend welcome. 

Hobs, By my troth, ye are both welcome to Tam- 
worth. 

Friend, I know not your name. 
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Se/, My name is Tom Tioift, 

Hobs, Belieue, ye that lift. But ye are ivel 
come both \ and I like ye both well but for one 
thing. 

SeL Whats that ? 

Hobs, Nay, that I keepe to myfelfe ; for I figh 
to fee and think that pride brings many one to ex- 
trudlion. 

King, Prethee, tell vs thy meaning. 

Hobs, Troth I doubt ye ne^er came truly by all 
thefe gay rags. Tis not your bare wages and thin 
fees ye haue of the King can keep ye thus fine ; but 
either ye muft rob the King priuily, or his fubieAs 
openly, to maintain your probicalitie. 

Sel, Thinkft thou fo, tanner ? 

Hobs. Tis no matter what I think. Come, lets go 
to fupper. What fW/, What Dudgeon^ where be thefe 
folkes 1 

Enter Nell and Dudgeon, with a table covered. 

Daughter, bid my friends welcome. 

.Nell Ye are welcome, gentlemen, as I may 
fay. 

Sel I thank ye, faire maide. Kifs her both. 

King, A pretty wench, by my fay. 

Hobs, How likeft her, Ned 1 

King, I like her fo well, I w’ould ye would make 
mee your fon in law. 

Hobs, And I like thee fo well, Ned, that, hadft 
thou an occupation (for feruice is no heritage : a 
young courtier, an old beggar), I could find in my 
heart to call her away vpon thee ; and if thou wilt 
forfake the court and turn tanner, or bind thyfelfe to 
a fhoomaker in Liechfield, ile giue thee twenty nobles 
ready money with my Nell, and trufl thee with a 
dicker of leather to fet vp thy trade. 

Sel, Ned, he offers ye fair, if ye haue the grace to 
take it. 
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Kmg, He does, indeed, To7n\ and hereafter I’le 
tell him more. 

Hobs. Come, fit down to fupper : go to, JSfell : no 
more fheep’s eyes : ye may be caught, I tell ye : thefe 
be liquorilh lads. 

Nell. I warrant ye, father ; yet in truth Ned is a 
very proper man, and t’other may feme ; but Ned's a 
pearl in mine eye. 

Hobs. Daughter, call Dudgeon and his fellows. 
Week haue a three-men fong, to make onr guefls 
merry. Exit Nell. 

Naiies, what courtnols are ye ? yeele neither talk nor 
eate. 

What newes at the court Do fomewhat for your meate. 
Ki7ig. Heauie newes there : King Henry is dead. 
Hobs. That’s light news and merry for your mafter, 
King Edward, 

King. But how will the Commons take it ? 

Hobs. Well, God be with good King Henry. 

Faith, the Commons will take it as a common thing. 
Death’s an honed man ; for he {pares not the King. 
For as one comes, anothers tane away ; 

And feldom comes the better, thats all we fay. 

Sel Shrewdly fpoken, tanner, by my fay 1 
Hobs. Come, fill me a cup of mother Whetdones 
ale,* 

I may drinke to my friends and driue down my tale. 
Here, Ned and To^n, I drink to ye j and yet, if I 
come to the court, 1 doubt youle not know me. 

King. Yes, To?n Hiall be my furety, tanner ; I will 
know thee. 

Sel. If thou dod not, Ned.^ by my troth, I beilirew 
thee. 

King. I drinke to thy wife that may be. 

Sd. Faith Ned.^ thou maied line to make her a 
lady. 

King. Tudi, her father offers nothing, hauing no 
more children but her. 

Hobs. I would I had not, condition die had all 

E 2 
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But I haue a knaue to my fon ; I remember him by 
you ; euen fuch an vnthrift as one of you two^ that 
fpends all on gay clothes and new fafliions ; and no 
work will clown with him, that I fear hele be hanged. 
God blefs you from a better fortune, yet you wear fuch 
iilthy breeks. Lord, were not this a good fafliion ? 
I, and would faue many a fair penny. 

King. Let that pafs, and let vs heare your fong. 

Hobs. Agreed, agreed ! Come, fol, fol, fol, fa, fa, 
fa I Say, Dudgeon. 

Mere they fmg the three mans Song. 

A gen court, Agencourt ! hi07Cf ye not Agencourt t 
Where the E7iglijh Jleiu and hurt 
All the French foejnen : 

With our Gwis aoid bills brown, 

0, the F^^ench %vere beaten dowfie, 

Morris-jhikcs and bowfnen, 

Src. 

Sel Well fung, good feliowes ! I would the King 
heard ye. 

Hobs. So fhould I, faith \ I fhould flrain a note for 
him. Come, take away, and let’s to bed. Ye fliall 
haue clean fheetes, Ned ; but they be coarfe, good 
llrong hemp, of my daughters own fpinning ; and I 
tell thee, your chamber-pot mud be a fair borne, a 
badge of our occupation 3 for we buy no bending 
pewter, nor breaking earth. 

King. No matter, Hobs ; v/e will not go to bed. 

Hobs. What then ? 

Khig. Even what thou wilt ; for it is near day. 
Tanner, gramercies for our hearty cheere 1 
If ere it be thy chance to come to court, 

Enquire for me, Ned, the Kings butler, 

Or Tom, of the Kings chamber, my companion, 

And fee what welcome wc will giue thee there. 

Hobs. I haue heard of con.itiers haue faid as much 
as you, and when they haue been tride, would not bid 
their friends drinke* 
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SeL We are none fuch. Let our horfes be 
brought out ; for we mufl away ; and fo, with thaiikes, 
farewell ! 

Hohs. Farewell to ye both. Commend me to the 
King \ and tell him I would haue been glad to haue 
feene his worfhip heere. Mxit. 

King, Come, Tom^ for London I horfe, and hence, 

away ! 

Enter Vice- Admiral, and the Captain of the He of 
Wight, with Falconbridge bou?id, the Headfman 
bearing the axe before hhn, 

Mor, Thomas^ Nenill, yet hail thou gracious time 
Of deare repentance. Now difcharge thy confcience ; 
Lay open thine offences to the wwld, 

That 'we may wutneffe thou dofl die a Chriffi^n. 

FaL Why, Sir Harry Morton, haue you arraign’d. 
Condemn’d, and brought me to this place 
Of bloody execution, and now aske 
If I be guilty ? Therein doth appeare 
What juflice you haue vfde. Call you this law ? 

Cap, Thou dofl miftake our meaning, Falcon^ 
bridge 

We do not aske as being ignorant 
Of thy trail fgreffion, but as vrging thee 
^To hearty forrow for thy vile mifd cedes. 

That Heauen may take compaffion on thy foule. 

Fai. How charitable you would feeme to be I 
I feare anon youle fay it is for loue 
You binde me thus, and bring me to the block, 

And that of meere affedlion you are mou’d 
To cut my head off. Cunning policy 
Such butchers as yourfelues neuer want 
A colour to excufe your ilaughterous mind. 

3£or, We butcher thee ? and thou deny thyfeife 
But thou haff been a pirate on the fea ? 

Canfl thou deny but with the communaltie 
Of Kent and Fjfex, thou didfl rife- in arms, 
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And twice affaiilt the city London, where 

Thou twice didfl take repulfe ? and, fmce that time, 

Canfl thou deny that, being fled from hence, 

Thou joinedfl in confederacy with France, 

And camfl with them to burne Southampton here ? 

Are thefe no faults, thou fliouldfl fo much prefume 
To cleare thyfelfe, and lay thy blood on vs ? 

Fal. Hear me, Sir Harry, fmce we mufl difpute ! 
Capt Difpute 1 Vnciuii wretch, what needs dif- 
pute? 

Did not the Yice Admirall heere and I, 

Encount’ring with the nauy of the French, 

Attach thee in a fhip of Normandicy 
And wilt thou fland upon thine innocence ? 

Defpatch, thou art as rightfully condemnde 
As euer rebel was. And thou flialt die. 

Fai. 1 make no queflion of it, I mufl. die ; 

But let me telle you how I fcorne your threats. 

So little do I reckon of the name 
Of vgly Death, as, were he vifible, 

Ide wreflle with him for the vidlory,*' 

And tug the flaue, and teare him with my teeth, 

But I -would make him floope to Falconbridge ; 

And for this life, this paltry brittle life, 

This blafl of winde, which you haue labour’d fo, 

By iuries, feffions, and I know not what, 

To robbe me of, is of fo vile repute, 

That, to obtaine that I might Hue mine age, 

I would not giue the value of a point. 

You cannot be fo cruel to afflict, 

But I will be as forward to indure. 

Mo7\ Go to, leaue off thefe idle braues of tiiine, 
And think vpon thy foul’s health, Falco?ihddgc. 

Capt Submit, and ask forgiuenefs of thy Kingl 
Fal. What king ? 

Mo7\ Why Edimrd, of the houfe of Yorke. 

Fal He is no king of mine. He does vfurp ; 

And, if the deflinies had giuen me leaue, 

I would haue told him fo before this time, 
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And pull’d the diadem from off his head. 

Mor. Thou art a traitor. Stop thy traitor’s mouth. 
FaL I am no traitor : Lancajler is King, 

If that be treafon to defend his right, 

What ill for them that do imprifon him ? 

If infurreclion to aduance his fceptre, 

What fault is theirs that Hep into his throne I 
Oh, God, thou pourdfL the balm vpon his head j 
Can that pure vndlion be wipt off again ? 

Thou once didft crown him in his infanc^r ; 

Shall wicked men now in his age depofe him ? 

Oh, pardon me, if I expoftulate 
More than becomes a finfull man to do 
England I fear thou wilt thy folly rue. 

Capt. Thou triflefl time, and doll but weary vs 
With dilatory queflions. Make an end. 

FaL Indeed, the end of all kingdoms muft end ; 
Honour and riches all mufl haue an end ; 

And he that thinks he doth the moft preuaile, 

His head once laid, there refleth but a tale. 

Come, fellow, do thy office. What, methinkes, 

Thou iookfl as if thy heart were in thy hofe. 

Pull vp thy fpirits : it will be quickly done ; 

A blow or two at moH will ferue the turne. 

F'md, Forgiue me, fir, your death. 

FaL Forgiue thee i I, and giue thee, too. 

Hold ; there is fome few crowns for thee to drinke. 
Tufh ! weepe not, man : giue lofers leaue to plain e : 
And yet, ifaith, my lofle I count a game. 

Firfl, let me fee, is thy axe lharpe inough 1 
I am indifferent Well, a Gods name, to this geare. 
Mmd Come, and yield your head gently to the 
blocke, 

FaL Gently, faiefl thou ; thou wilt not vfe me fo. 
But all is one for that What flrength thou hafl, 
Throughout the whole proportion of thy limbs, 
Renoke it all into thy manly arms, 

And fpare me not I am a gentleman^ 

A NetdUe^ and a Fakonbridge befide : 
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Then do thy work : thou mayfl get credit by it ; 

For, if thou dofl not, I miift tell thee plain, 

I lhall be paffmg angr}^ when tis done. 

Mead. I warrant you, fir : none in the land iliali 
do it better. 

FaL Why, now thou pleafefl me. England^ fare- 
well I 

And, old Fia?itagenet^ if thou furiiiue, 

Think on my loue, although it did not thriue. 

He is led forth, 

Mor, As for his head, it fhall be fent with fpeed 
To London^ and the promifed reward 
Alloted for the apprehending him, 

Be giuen vnto the pbore of Southampton here. 

How fay you captaine \ are you fo content ^ 

Capt With all my heart ; but I do maruel much 
We heare not of the meffenger we fent, 

To giue the King intelligence of this. 

Mor, Take truce with your furmifes. Here he 
comes. 


Enter a Mcfjenger, 

Fellow, it feems that thou art flow of gate, 

Or very negligent in our affairs. 

What fays King Edward to our feruice done ? 

j¥e/. To anfwer you diredlly and as briefly, 
I fpoke not with him ; for when I was come 
To Drayton Faffef^ where they faid he was, 
Twas told me there, that eu’n the night before, 
His Highneffe in all hafle was rid to London^ 
The occafion, Ilemys death within the Tower ^ 
Of which the people are in fundry tales, 

Some thinking he was murderd, fome again 
Suppofing that he died a natural death. 

Mor, Well, howfoeuer that concerns not vs« 
We haue to do with no mans death but his, 
That for his treafon here hath loll his head. 
Come, let vs giue diredtion as before^ 
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And afterward make back vnto the fhore. Exetmt 

Enter the Lord jWaior, in his fcarld gown^ with a 
guilded rapier by his fide, 

Mair, I maricj Crosbie this befits thee well 
But fome will maruel that, that with fcarlet gowne, 

I weare a guilded rapier by my fide : 

Why let them know, I was knighted in the field 
For my good feruice to my Lord the King ; 

And therefore I may wear it lawfully 
In court, in city, or at any royal banquet 
But foft fiohn Crosbie thou forgetfl th 3 delf, 

And dofl not mind thy birth and parentage ; 

Where thou wall born, and whence thou art deriued. 

I do not lhame to fay the Hofpitai 
Of Londo?i was my chiefefi foflring place : 

There did I learn that, near vnto the Crofie, 
Commonly calld Cow Crope neare IJlmgton^ 

An honefl citizen did chance to find me : 

A poor fhoomaker by trade he was, 

And doubting of my chriflendom or no, 

Calld me according to the place he found me, 
yohn Crosbie^ finding me fo by a crofie. 

The Maifters of the Hofpitai, at further yeares. 

Bound me apprentice to the Grocer’s trade, 

Wherein God pleafd to blefs my poor endeauours, 
That, by his bleffing, I am come to this. 

The man that found me I haue well requited, 

And to the Hofpitai, my foflering place, 

An hundred pound a yeare I giue for euer. 

Likewife, in memory of me, ^ohn Crosbie,, 

In Bijhopfigate Street, a poor Houfe haue I built. 

And as my name haue calld it Crosbie Houfe. 

And when as God fhall take me from this life, 

In little S. Belens will I be buried. 

All this declares I boafi not of my birth ; 

But found on earth, I mull returne to earth. 

But God, for his, pitty 1 I forget myfelf : 
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The King, my foueraign lorde, will come anon, 

And nothing is as yet in readineffe. 

Where are ye, coufm Shore ’I nay, where is miftriffe 
Shore % 

Oh, I am forty that fhe ftaies fo long ! 

See what it is to be a widdower, 

And lack a lady Maioreffe in fucli neede ! 

Enter M, Shore and Mijlrejfe Shore. 

Oh, are ye come ? Welcome, good coufm Shore ! 

But you indeed are welcome, gentle iieice ! 

Needs mufl you be our lady Maioreffe now, 

And helpe vs ; or elfe we are fham’d for euer. 

Good coufm, flill thus am I bold with you. 

Shof'e. With all my heart, my lord, and thank ye 
too, 

That you do pleafe to vfe our homely help. 

Maior. Why, fee how neately flie beflirs herfelt, 
And, in good footh, makes hufwifery to fiine ! 

Ah, had my lady Maiorels liud to fee 
Fair Miflriffe Shore thus beautify her houfe, 

She would haue been not little proud thereof. 

Jane, Well, my lord I^Iaior, I thank you for that 
flout : 

But let his highneffe now come when he pleafe, 

All things are in a perfedl readinefle. 

They bring forth a fable, a?idferue in the banquet, 
MaioK The more am I beholding, niece, to you, 
That take fuch paines to faue our credit now. 

My feruants are fo flacke, his Maieflie 

Might haue been here before we were preparde. * 

But peace, here comes his highneffe. 

The Trumpets fowid, and enters King Edward, 
Howard, Sellinger, a7id the frame. 

King. Now, my lord Maior, haue we not kept our 
word? 
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Becaiife we could not Hay to dine with you, 

At our departure hence, we promifed, 

Firil food we tafted at our backe returne 
Should be with you ; flill yielding hearty thankes 
To you and all our Lo?idon citizens, 

For the great feruice which you did perform 
Againfl that bold-facd rebel, Fakonhridge, 

Maion My gratious lord, what then we did, 

We did account no more than was our duty, 

Thereto obliged by true fubiedls zeal ; 

And may he neuer Hue that not defends 
The honour of his King and Country 1 
Next thanke I God, it likes your maiellie 
To bleffe my poore roof with your royal prefence. 

To me could come no greater happinefs. 

King, Thanks, good lord Maior ; but wheres my 
lady Maioreffe ; 

I hope that fhe will bid vs welcome, too. 

Maior. She would my liege and with no little 
ioy, 

Had fhe but liuM to fee this bleffed day ; 

But in her Head this gentlewoman here, 

My coufms wife, that office will fupplie. 

How fay you MiHriffe Shore 1 
King, How 1 Miflriffe Shore,^ -what, not his wife 
That did refufe his knighthood at our hand ? 

Maior. The very fame, my lord ; and here he is. 
King, What, mafler Shore, we are your debtor 
flill ; ^ ^ ^ 

But, by Gods grace, intend not fo to die ; 

And, gentlewoman, now before your face, 

I muft condemne him of difcourtefy ; 

Yea, and of great wrong that he hath offerd you ; 

For you had beene a Lady but for him. 

He was in fault ; truft me, he was to blame, 

To hinder vertue of her due by right 

J^ane. My gratious Lord, my poor and humble 
thoughts 

Here had an eye to fucli vnworthineffe ; 
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And though fonie hold it as a maxim, 

That womens minds by nature do afpire. 

Yet how, both God and Mailer Shore^ I thank 
For my continuance in this humble flate, 

And likewife how I loue your maieilie 
For gratious fufferance that it may be fo, 

Heauen beare true record of my inward foiile : 

Now it remaines, on my lord Maiors behalf, 

I do fuch duty as becometh me, 

To bid your highnefs welcome to his houfe. 

Were welcomes vertue powerful in my word, 

The King of Engla?id fhould not doubt thereof. 

Mng. Nor do I, Miilriffe Shore, Now my lord 
Maior, 

Edward dare boldly fweafe that he is welcome. 

You fpake the word well, very well, ifaith : 

But Miilriffe Shore her tongue hath gilded it. 

Tell me, coufm ITomard, and Toin Sellmger^ 

Had euer citizen fo faire a wife 1 
How, Of fleih and bloud I neuer did behold 
A woman euery way fo abfolute. 

Sd, Nor I, my liege. Were Sellmger a King, 

He could afford Sho7^es wife to be a queene. • 

King, Why, how now, To?n ? Nay, rather, how 
now, JVedI 

What change is this ? proud, fancy, rouing eye, 

What whifperfl in my braine that die is faire ? 

I know it, I fee it : fairer than my Queene ? 

Wilt thou maintaine it ? What, and thou traitor heart, 
Wouldft thou fliake hands in this confpiracy 'I 
Down, rebel ; back, bafe, trecherous conceit ; 

I will not credit thee. My Ket/e is fair, 

And Shores wife but a blowze, compared to her. 

Come, let vs fit ; here will I take my place. 

And, my lord Maior, fill me a bowl of wine, 

That I may drink to your elected Maioreffe ; 

And mader Shore^ tell me how like you this % 

My lord Maior makes your wife his lady Maioreffe, 
Shore, So well, my lord, as better cannot be, 
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All in the honor of your maiefly. 

The Lord Maior brmgs a bowk of wifie, and humbly 
071 his knees offers it to the King. 

King. Nay, drinke to vs. Lord Maior; wele haue 
it fo. 

Go to, I fay ; you are our tafler now. 

Drink, then, and we will pledge ye. 

Maior. Ail health and happinefs to my foueraign ! 

hee drmkes. 

King. Fill full our cup ; and, lady Maioreffe, 

This full caroufe we mean to drinke to you ; 

And you mufl pledge vs ; but yet no more 
Than you fliall pleafe to anfwer vs withall. 

Me dr hikes ^ and the trumpets found. Then wine is 
brought to her^ and Jhe offei's to drmk. 

Nay, you muh drink to fome body ; yea Tom 
To thee 1 Weil, firrah, fee you do her right. 

For Edward would : oh, would to God he might ! 

Yet, idle eye, wilt thou be gadding flili % 

Keep home, keep home, for feare of further ill. 

Enter a Mefenger, with letters. 

How now? Letters to us, From whom 

Mef My liege, this from the Duke of Biogundy^ 
And this is from the Conflable of France. 

King. What newes from them ? 

Me opens the letter and reades. 
To claim our right in France ; 

And they will aide vs. Yea, will ye fo ? 

But other aide mufl aide vs, ere we goe. 

Me feems to read the letters, but glances on 
Mijhxfje Shoi'c in his I'cading. 

A womans aid, that hath more power than Fimice 
To crowne vs, or to kill vs with mifchance. 

If chafl refolue be to fuch beauty tide, 

Sue how thou canfl, thou wilt be flili denide. 

Her husband hath deferued well of thee : 

Tut, ioue makes no refpect, where’er it be. 

Thou wrongft the Queene : euery inforced ill 
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Mufl be endurdj where beauty feekes to kill 
Thou feemfl to read, only to blinde their eyes, 

Who, knowing it, thy folly would difpife. 

FIc'Jiarts from the table. 
Thanks for my cheere, Lord Maior 1 I am not well : 
I know not how to take thefe news —this fit, I mean, 
That hath bereft me of all reafon clean. 

Maior. God fliield my Soueraign ! 

.King. Nay, nothing. I lhall be well anon. 
y^are. May it pleafe your highnefs, fit. 

£^mg. I, faine with thee. Nay, we mufl needes 
be gone. 

Coufin Howard, coniiey thefe letters to our Counfel ; 
And bid them giue vs their aduice of them. 

Thanks for my cheere, Lord Maior, farewell to you ! 
And farewell, miilreffe Shoare, Lady Maior effe, I fliould 
fay, 

Tis you haue caufed our parting at this time. 

Farewell, mailer Shoare i farewell to all 1 
We’ll meet once more, to make amends for this. 

Exemt Howard, a7id Sellinger. 
Maior. Oh, God ! here to be ill ! 

My houfe to caufe my Soueraigns difeontent ! 

Coufm Shore, I had rather fpent 
Shore. Content yourfelf, my lord! Kings haue 
their humors. 

The letters did containe fomwliat, no doubt, 

That did difpleafe him. 

y^a?ie. So, my lord, thinke I. 

But, by Gods helpe, he wall be well againe. 

Maior. I hope fo too. Well coufm for your 
paines, 

I can but thanke ye : chiefly you, fair neice, 

At night, I pray ye, both come fuppe with me. 

How fay ye I will ye ? 

Shore. Yes, my lord, we will. 

So for this time we humbly take our leaue. 

Exeunt Shore and his Wife. 
Maior. Oh, now the fudden fickneffe of my liege 
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Afflicls my foule with many paffions I 
His highneffe did intend to be right merry ; 

And God he knows how it would glad my foule, 

If I had feen his highneffe fatisfied 
With the poor entertainment of his Maior, 

His humble vaffal, whofe lands, whofe life, and all, 
Are, and in duty mufl be alwaies, his. 

Well, God, I trufl, will bleffe his graces health, 

And quickly eafe him of his fuddaine fit. 

Take away there, ho 1 rid this place ; 

And God of heauen blefs my foueraign^s grace. Exit 

Enter two prejitices^ preparmg the GoldfmitJts 
with plate, 

1 Pre 7 i, Sirrah Jach come fet out. 

2 Prejt. You are the eider prentice ! I pray you do 
it, left my miflriffe talk with you when the comes 
downe. What is it aclock % 

1 Pr€?i. Six by Aiihaliowes ! 

2 Pren, Lying and flealing will bring ye to the gal- 
lows. 

Is heere all the plate 1 

1 Pren, Ay, that mufl ferue to-day. Where is the 
weights and balance ? 

2 Pre 7 i, All ready. Hark, my miftrefs comes. 

Exit I Ap, 

Enter Mijiris Shore, with her worke in her hand, 

yane. Sir boy, while I attend the fhop myfelf, 

See if the workman haue difpatcht the cup. 

How many ounces weighes it ? 

2 Pre 7 u Twenty, forfooth. 

yane. What faid the gentleman to the fafhion ? 

2 Pren, He told my mailer. I was not -within. 
yam. Go fir make hafle. Your mailers in Cheape- 
fide. 

Take heed ye were beil your loitring be not fpide. 
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The boy departs^ and /he fits fiowing in her fiwp. 
Enter the Khig dfiguifcd. 

King. Well fare a cafe to put a king in yet. 

Good miflrefs Shore ! this doth your loue procure : 
This fhape is fecret ; and I hope tis fure. 

The watermen that daily vfe the Court, 

And fee me often, know me not in this. 

At Lion gnay I landed in their view, 

Yet none of them took knowledge of the King. 

If any gallant ftriue to haue the wall, 

He yield it gently. Soft ; here mufl I turn ; 

Heres Lombard Streets, and heres the Te/imu ; 

And there’s the phoenix in the pelicans nefl. 

Oh, rare perfection of rich Natures work ! 

Bright twinkling fpark of precious diamond^ 

Of greater value then all India I 
Were there no funne, by whofe kind, lonely heate, 
The earth brings forth thofe flones we hold of prize, 
Her radiant eies, dejedled to the gi'ound, 

Would turn each pebble to a diamond. 

Gaze, greedy eies ; and be not fatisfied 
Till you find reft where hearts defire doth bide. 
fi^ane. What would you buy, fir, that you look on 
here ? 

King. Your fairefl jewel, be it not too dear. 

Firfi how this fapphire miflrefs, that you wear ? 

fiane. Sir, it is right ; that will I warrant ye. 

No jeweller in London fliowes a better. 

Kmg. No, nor the like ; you praife it paffing 
fiane. Do I? No; if fome lapidary had the 
ilone, more would not buy it than 1 can demand. 
Tis as well fet, I think, as ere ye faw. 

King. Tis fet, indeed, vpoii the fairefl hand that 
e’er I faw. 

fiane. You are difpofed to jefl. But for value 
his maieflie might wear it 
King. Mjght he, ifaithi 
yarn. Sir, tis the ring I mean. 
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King. I meant the hand. 

y^ane. You are a merry man : 

I fee you come to cheape, and not to buy. 

King. Yet he that offers fairer than lie do, 

Shall hardly find a partner in his bargaine. 

J^ane, Perhaps in buying things of fo fmali value. 
King. Rather becaufe no wealth can purchafe it. 
y^ane. He were too fond that would fo highly 
prife 

The thing which once was giuen away for loue. 

Kmg, ■ His hap was good that came fo eafily by it. 
y^ane. The gift fo fmall, that (askt) who could . 
denie it 

Kmg. Oh, fhe gaue more, that fuch a gift then 
gaue, 

Than earth ere had, or world fhall euer haiie. 

y^ane. His hap is ill, fhould it be as you fay, 

That, hauing giuen him what you rate fo high, 

And yet is ffiil the poorer by the match. 

King. That eafily proues he doth not know the 
worth. 

y^ane. Yet, hauing had the vfe of it fo long, 

It rather proues you ouer rate the thing, 

He being a chapman, as it feems you are. 

King. Indeed, none fliould aduenture on the 
thing, 

Thats to be purchaft only by a king. 

yane. If kings loue that which no man elie 
refpedls. 

It may be fo ; elfe do I fee fmall reafon 
A king fliould take delight in fuch coarfe fluff. 

Ki?ig. Lines there a king that would not glue his 
crowne 

To purchafe fuch a kingdom of content % 

yam. In my conceit, right well you aske that 
queflion : 

The world I think containes not fuch fond king. 

King. Why miflrefs Shore^ I am the man will do it. 

^ F 



66 The jirji part of 

y^ane. Its proudely fpoke, although Ide not be- 

lieue it. 

Were lie king Edward that Ihoiild offer it 
Kin^, But fhall I haue it 1 
yajie, Vpon what acquaintance ? 

King. Why fmce I faw thee lafl. 
yane. Where was that ? 

Kmg. At the Lord Maiors, in the prefence of the 
King. 

ya7ie. I haue forgotten that I faw you there ; 

For there were manie that I took fmall note of, 

Kmg. Of me you did, and we had fome difcourfe. 
yam. You are deceiued, fir ; I had then no time, 
For my attendance on his maieflie. 

King. He gage my hand vnto your hand of that. 
Look well upon me. He difcoucrs himfelf. 

yane. Now, I befeech you, let this flrange dif- 
guife 

Excufe my boldneffe to your maiefly. Kneeles. 

Whateuer we poffeffe is all your highnefs ; 

Only mine honour, which I cannot grant. 

Kmg. Only thy loue, bright angel, Edward craues ; 
For which I thus aduentured to fee thee. 

Enter Maijkr Shore. 

yane. But here comes one to whom I only gaiie 
it; 

And he, I doubt, will fay you fhall not haue it 
Kmg, Am I fo foone cut off? O fpite, 

How fay you, miftreffe ; will you take my offer? 
yane. Indeed, I cannot, fir, afford it fo. 

King. Youle not be offered fairlier I beleeue. 
yane. Indeed, you offer like a gentleman ; 

But yet the jewell will not fo be left. 

Shore. Sir, if you bid not too much under-foot, 

He driue the bargain twixt you and my wife. 

Kmg. Alas, good Shore^ myfelf dare anfwer No. 
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Nothing can make thee fuch a Jewell foregoe. 

She faith you fhall be too much lofer by it. 

Shore, See in the row, then, if you can fpeecle 
better. 

.King, See many worlds arow, affords not like. 

As he goes forth, Shore Zooks earnejlly andperceiues 
if is the King, whereat he feenieth greatly dif contented, 
ya7ie. Why looked thou, Mat% knowft thou the 
gentleman ? 

Alas, what ails thee, that thou lookd fo pale ? 

What cheer, fweetheart % alas ! where had thou been 1 
Shore, Nay, nothing, y^ane. Know you the 
gentleman ? 

yane. Not I, fweetheart Alas ! why do you 
aske 1 

Is he thine enemy ? 

Shore, I cannot tell. 

What came he heere to cheapen at our fhop,^ 
yane. This Jewell, loue. 

Shore, Well, I pray God he came for nothing elfe» 
yane. Why, who is it ? I' do fufpect him, Sko^r, 
That you demand thus doubtedly of me. 

Shore. Ah, yane, it is the King. 
ymie. The King, what then? is it for that thou 
fighed ? 

Were he a thoufand kings, thou had no caufe 
To feare his prefence, or fufpedl: my loue. 

Shore. I know I haue not See, he comes again. 

The King enters againe^ mnffled in his cloak. 

King. Still is my hindrer there? be patient, 
heart ! 

Some fitter feafon mud alTwage the fmart 

\¥hat, will ye take that, midriffe, which I offerd ye ? 

I come again, fir, as one willing to buy. 

I yane. Indeed, I cannot, dr ; I pray ye 
Deale with my husband. Heare what he will fay. 
Shore. lie fell it worth your money, if you pleafe. 

F 2 
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I pray you come neare fir. 

King. I am too neare already, thou fo neare. 

Nay, nay, flie knowes what I did offer her ; 

And, in good fadneffe, I can giue no more. 

So fare ye well fir ; 1 will not deal with you. Exii. 
yanc. You are deceiud, fweetheart. Tis not the 
King. 

Tliinke you he would aduenture thus alone 1 
S/iore. I do aflure thee, yane, it is the King. 

Oh, God ! twixt the extreames of lone and fear, 

In what a fhiuering ague fits my foul ! 

Keep we our treafure fecret, yet fo fond 
As fet fo rich a beauty as tliis is 
In the wide view of euery gazers eye ? 

Oh, traitor beautie, oh, deceitfull good ! 

That doefl: confpire againll thyfelf and loue : 

No fooner got, but wifht againe of others ! 

In thine own felf injurious to thy felf ! 

Oh, rich poor portion I thou good evil thing ! 

How many joyful woes flill dofl thou bring ! 

yane. I prithee, come, fweet ioue, and fit by me. 
No kingthats vnder heauen He lone like thee. Exeunt 

Enter Sir Humfrey Bowes a7id Maijlcr Aflon,' being 
two yujiices, Harry Grudgen, Robert Good- 
fellow, a?id yohn Hobs the Taimer. 

Bowes. Neighbours and friends the caiife that you 
are cald 

Concernes the Kings mofl excellent Maiefl}^, 

Whole right, you know, by his progenitors, 

Vnto the crown e and foueraignty of France^ 

Is wrongfully detained by the French ; 

\¥hich to reuenge and royally regaine, 

His highneffe mcanes to put himfelf in armes, 

And in his princely perfon to condudl 
His waiiicke troops againfl the enemy. 

But for his coffers which are vnfurnifhed, 

Through ciuill difeord and intefline war, 
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Whofe bleeding fears our eies may yet behold, 

He praies bis faithful, louing fubiecls help, 

To further this liis juft great enterprize. 

Hobs. So the feck and meaning, whereby, as it 
were, of all your long purgation, Sir Htimfrey^ is no 
more, in fome refpecl, but the King .wants mony, and 
w'ould haue fonie of his commonty. 

Bowes, Tanner, you rightly vnd,erfland the matter. 
AJl, Note this, withal \ where his dread maieflie, 
Our lawfuil foiiereign and moll royal! king, 

Might haue exadled or impofd a tax, 

Or borrowd greater fums then we can fpare, 

(For all we haue is at his dread command) 

He doth not fo ; but mildly doth intreate 
Our kind beneiiolence, -what we will giue, 

With willing minds, towards this mighty charge, 

Enter Lord Howard. 

Which to receiiie, his noble counfelier 

And Kinfman, the Lord Howard,, here is come. 

How. Now, good Sir Humfrey Bowes and MaiRer 
AJion, 

Haue ye declared the Kings moR gratious pleafure 1- 
Bowes, We haue, my Lord. 

How, His Highneffe will not force 
As loan or tribute, but will take your gift 
In grateful part, and recompenfe your loue. 

Bowes. To fliow my loue, though money now be 
fcarce, 

A hundreth pound He giue his maieRy. 

How. Tis well, Sir Humfrey. 

AJl, I a hundred marks. 

How. Thanks, maRer AJlo7i ; you both Riow your 
loue. 

Now ask your neighbors wdiat they will beRow^e ? 
Bowss. Come maiRer Hadland,, your Beneiiolence. 
Had. Oh, good Sir Humfrey,, do not rack my 
purfe. " 

You know' my Rate : I lately fold my land. 
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Afi. Then you liaue mony : let the King haiie 
part. 

Hobs, I, do, mafler Hadland^ do. They fay ye 
fold a foule deale of dirtie land for faire gold and 
filuer. Let the King haue fome nowe, while you 
haiie it ; foij if ye be forborne a while, all will be 
fpent; for he that cannot keep land, that lies faR, 
will haue much adoe to hold money; tis flippery 
ware ; tis melting ware : tis melting ware. 

How, Gra mercy tanner. 

Bowes, Say, what lhall we haue ? 

Had, My forty Hiillings. 

Aft, Robert Goodfellow, 

I knowe you will be liberal! to the King. 

Good, O, Maifler Afton, be content, I pray ye : 
You know my charge ; my houfliold very greate ; 

And my houfekeeping holdes me very bare ; 

Three fcore vprifmg and downlying fir, 

Spends no fmall flore of vidluals in a yeare ; 

Two brace of grayhounds, twenty couple of hounds ; 
And then my iades devoure a deale of come ; 

IMy Chrifimaffe cofl ; and then my friends that 
come, 

Amounts to charge ; I am Robin Goodfcllowe,, 

That welcomes all and keepes a frolick houfe. 

I haue no mony. Pray ye, pardon me. 

How, Heres a plain tanner can teach you how to 
thriue. 

Keep fe^ver dogs, and then ye may feede men : 

Yet feede no idle men ; tis needleffe charge : 

You that on hounds and hunting-mates will fpend, 

No doubt but fomthing to your King youle lend. 

Good, My brace of angells : by my troth, that’s 
all 

Hobs, Maffe, and tis well the curs haue left fo 
much. I thought they would haue eaten vp thy houfe 
and land ere this. 

Bowes, Now, Harry Grudgen, 

Grud, What would you haue of me ? Money, 
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I haue none ; and He fell no Hock. Heres old 
polling, fubfidy, fifteen, foldiers and to the poor ! 
And you may haue your willj youle foon fhut me out 

a doon 

Hobs. Hear ye, worfhips, will ye let me anfwer my 
neighbour Grudgm I By my halidome, Harry Grud- 
gen i th’art but a grumbling, grudging churl : thou 
hall two ploughs going, and nere a cradle rocking ;* 
thall a peck of mony, go to ; turne thee loofe ; thoult 
go to law with the vicar for a tithe goofe, and wilt not 
fpare the King four or fiue pound. 

Grad Gep, goodman 2a7i7ier^ are ye fo round I 
your prolicatenefs has brought your fon to the gallows 
almofl. You can be frank of another mans coft. 

Hobs. Th’art no honefl man, to twit me with my 
fon : he may outline thee yet, for aught that he has 
done : my fons ith gaol : is he the firll hath been 
there? And thou wert a man, as thart a bead, I 
would haue thee by the eares. Weeping. 

How. Friend, thou wantft nurture to vpbraid a 
father 

With a fons fault. We fit not here for this. 

Whats thy beneuolence to his Maiefly ? 

Hobs. His benegligence ? hang him, hele not giue 
a penny willingly. 

Gri^d. I care not much to cad away forty pence. 
How. Out, grudging peafant, bafe, ill-nurtured 
groome, 

Is this the loue thou beard vnto the King ? 

Gentlemen, take notice of the Haue ; 

And if he fault, let him be foundly plagude. 

Now frolick tanner, what wilt thou afifoord ? 

Hobs. Tw^enty old angels and a fcore of hides ; if 
that be too little, take twenty nobles more. While I 
haue it, my King Ihall fpend of my dore. 

How. The King fhall know thy louing liberal 
heart. 

Hobs. Shall he, ifaith ? I thank ye heartily : but 
hear ye, gentlemen, you come from the Court ? 
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How, I doe. 

Hobs, Lord, how does the King ? and how does 
Ned^ the Kings butler, and To77i^ of his Chamber ? I 
am fure ye know them. 

Hoii). They do very well. 

Hobs, For want of better guefls, they were at my 
iioiife one night 
* How, I know they were. 

Hobs, They promill me a good turne for kiffing 
my daughter Nell ; and -now I ha’ cazion to try them. 
My fon’s in Dybeli here, in Caperdochy, itha gaol ; 
for peeping into another man’s purfe ; and, outflep the 
King be miferable, hees like to totter. Can that fame 
A^ed, the butler, do any thing with the King ? 

How. More than myfelf, or any other lord. 

Hobs. A halter he can, by my troth, ye rejounce 
my heart to heare it. 

How. Come to the Court: I warrant thy fons 
life : 

Ned will faue that, and do thee greater good. 

Hobs. He weane Brock,, my mares foal, and come 
vp to the King \ and it fhall go hard but two fat hens 
for your pains I will bring. 

Bowes. My lord, this fellow now will giue 
Flue pounds, fo you will pardon his rude fpeech. 

How. For hue and hue I cannot brooke the 
beafl. 

Grud. What giues the tanner ? I am as able as 
he. 

AJi. He giues ten pound. 

Grud. Take twenty then of me. 

I pray ye my lord, forgiue my rough-heaued fpeech* 

I vis, I meant no hurt vnto my liege. 

Bowes. Let vs intreat your lordfhips patience. 

How. I do, at your requell, remit the offence ; 

So lets depart : heres all we haue to do. 

AJi. Tis, for this time and place, my lord. 

Sirrah, bring your mony. 

Hobs. What haue you faued now, good man 
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Grtidgen^ by your hinching and yoiir pinching? not 
the worth of a blacke pudding. Exeunt 

Enter Mijiris Shore and Mijiris Blague. 

Mdais. Bla, Now miflrefs Shore^ what urgent caufe 
is that 

Which made ye fend for me in fuch great hafle ? 

I promife ye, it made me halfe afraid 
You were not well. 

Jane. Truft me, nor ficke nor well. 

But troubled flill with the difeafe I told ye. 

Here is another letter from the King. 

Was neuer poor foule fo importuned ? 

Afats, Bla, But will no anfwer feme ? 
yane. No, miflrefs Blague ; no anfwer will fuffice. 
He, he it is, that with a violent fiege 
Labours to bfeake into my plighted faith. 

Oh, what am I, he fhould fo much forget 
His royal flate and his high maieflie ? 

Still doth he come difguifed to my houfe, 

And in mofl humble terms bewrays his loue. 

My husband grieues : alas, how can he choofe. 

Fearing the difpoffeffment of his yane? 

And when he cannot come (for him) he writes, 

Offering befide incomparable gifts ; 

And all to win me to his princely will. 

Mais. Bla. Belieue me, Miflriffe Shore, a dangerous 
cafe 

And euery way replete with, doubtful feare. 

If you fhould yield, your vertuous name were foiid, 
And your beloued husband made a fcom ; 

And if not yield, tis likely that his loue, 

Which now admires ye, will conuert to hate ; 

And who knows not - a princes hate is death ? 

Yet I will not be flie fhall counfel ye : 

Good miflrefs Shore, do what ye will for me. 

ya^ze, Theii counfeil me what I were befl to do. 
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Mais. Bla. You know, his greatiieffe can difpenfe 
with ill, 

Making the fm feem leffer by liis worth ; 

And you yourfelf, your children, and your friends, 

Be ail aduanced to worldly dignity ; 

And this worlds pomp, you know is a goodly thing. 
Yet I will not be flie lliall counfeil yc ; 

Good miflrefs S/wre, do what ye will for me. 

y^me. Alas, I know that I was bound by oath 
To keep the promife that I made at lirfl ; 

And virtue Hues, when pomp confumcs to dull. 

Mats. Bla. So we do fay diflionoiir is no flrame, 
When flander does not touch th’ offenders name. 

You fhall be folded in a princes arms, 

Whofe beck difperfeth euen the greatefl harmes. 

Many, that fit themfelues in high degree, 

Will then be glad to floope and bend the knee. 

And who ifi, hauing plenty in the hand, 

Neuer commanded, but doth flill command, 

That cannot work in fuch exceffe of things, 

To quit the guilt one fmall tranfgreffion brings ? 

Yet I will not be fhe fliall counfeil ye : 

Good maiflreffe Shore, do what ye will for me. 

y^ane. Here do I Hue, although in mean eflate, 
Yet with a confcience free from all debate ; 

Where higher footing may in time procure 
A fudden fall, and mixe my fweete with foure, 

Mais. Bla. True, I confeffe a priuate life is 
good, 

Nor would I otherwffe be vnderflood. 

To be a goldfmiths wife is forae content ; 

But dayes in court more pleafantly are fpent. 

A houfehqlds goiiernment deferues renowne, 

But what is a companion to a crowne ? 

The name of Miilriffe is a pretty thing, 

But Madam at each word doth glory baring. 

Yet I will not be fhe fhall counfel ye : 

Good Miflrifs Shore, do what ye will for me. 
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Jmie. Oh, that I knew which were the befl of 
twain, 

Which for I doe not, I am ficke with paine. 

Enter her Boy. 

How now fir boy, what is the newes with you 1 
Boy. The gentleman, forfooth, the other day, 

That would haue bought the jewell at our Hall, 

Is here to fpeake with ye. 

yane. Oh, God ! it is the King. 

Good miflriffe Blagtie^ withdraw ye from this place : 

He come anon, fo foon as he is gone. 

And firrah, get you to the fhop again. Exit Boy. 
Mats, Bla. Now, mifLriUe Shore, bethink ye what 
to do. 

Such fuitors come not euery day to woo. 

Miftrts Blague depa^^ts, and the King enters m Ms 
former difguife. 

King. Thou mayfl conuidl me, beauties pride, of 
boldnefs, 

That I intrude like an vnbidden guefl ; 

But, Loue being guide my fault will feem the leffe. 
yane. MoH welcome to your fubiedls homely 
roofe 1 

The foot, my foueraign, feldom doth offence, 

Vnlefs the heart fome other hurt intend. 

King. The mofl thou feefL is hurt vnto myfelf : 
How for thy fake is maiefly difrobed 1 
Riches made poore and dignity brought low, 

Only that thou mightfl our affedlion know ! 

yane. The more the pity, that, within the sky, 

The funne that fliould all other vapors dry, 

And guide the world with his mofl glorious light. 

Is muffled vp himfelf in wiifull night 

King. The want of thee, fair Cinthia, is the 
caufe. 

Spread thou thy filuer brightneffe in the aire, 

And flrait the gladfome morning will appeare. 
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J^ane, I may not wander. He, 'that guides my car, 
Is an immoued, conftant, fixed Star. 

King. But I will giue that Star a Comets name, 
And fliield both thee and him from further blame. 

yane. How if the Hofl of Heauen at this abufe 
Repine ? who can the prodigy excufe ? 

King. It lies within the compafie of my power, 

To dim their enuious eyes, dare feeme to ioure. 

But, leaning this our enigmatick talke, 

Thou mufl fweete repaire vnto the Court. 

His tongue intreates, controuls the greatefl peer : 

His hand plights loue, a royall fceptre holds ; 

And in his heart he hath confirmd thy good, 

Which may not, muft not, fhall not be withRood. 

"yam. If you inforce me, I haue. nought to fay ; 
But wifh I had not liued to fee' this day. 

Kmg. Blame not the time. Thou fhalt haue caufe 
to joy 1 

yane^ in the euening I will fend for thee, 

And thou and thine lhall be aduanced by me : 

In fign whereof, receiue this true-loue kiffe. 

Nothing ill meant, there can be no amiffe. Exit. 

yane. Well, I will in ; and ere the time beginne, 
Learn how to be repentant for liiy fmne. Exit. 

Enter Lord Maior, Maijler Shore, afid Fraunces 
Emerfley. 

Maior. But, coufm Shore^ are ye affured it was the 
King you faw in fuch difguife 1 
Shore. Do I know you, the vncle of my wife ? 
Know I Frank Emerfley.^ her brother here ? 

So furely do I knowe that counterfeit 
To be the King. 

Fran. Well, admit all this, 

And that his maiefly, in .fuch difguife, 

Pleafe to fumay the manner of our city, 

Or what occafion elfe may like himfelf : 

Methinks you haue fmall reafon, brother Shore, 

To be difpleafde thereat. 

Ma. Oh, I haue found him now. 
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Becaufe my Neece, his wife, is beautifully 
And well reputed for her vertuous parts, 

He, in his fond conceit, mifdoubts the King 
Doth dote on her in his affedlion. 

I know not coufm how Ihe may be changed, 

By any caufe in your procuring it, 

From the fair carriage of her wonted courfe ; 

But well I wot, I haue oft heard you fay, 

She merited no fcruple of miflike. 

If now fome giddy fancy in your braine 
Make you conceiue finiherly of her, 

And with a perfon of fuch difference, 

I tell you Coufm more for her refpedl 
Than to foothe you in fuch fottifhnefs, 

I would reueale ye open to the world, 

And let your folly iuflly plague yourfelf. 

Shore, Vncle, you are too forward in your rage, 
And much miflake me in this fuddenneffe. 

Your neeces reputation haue I prifde, 

And fhrined as deuoutly in my foule. 

As you or any that it can conceme. 

Nor when I tell you that it is the King 
Comes muffled like a common feruing-man, 

Do I infer thereby my wife is falfe, 

Or fweimes one iot from wonted modeftie. 

Though in my fhop fhe fit, more to refpe6l 
Her feruants duty, then for any fkill 
She doth, or can pretend, in what we trade, 

Is it not flrange, that euer when he comes. 

It is to her, and will not deale with me % 

Ah, vncle, Franks nay, would all her kin 
Were heere to cenfure of my caufe aright 
Though I mifdeeme not her, yet give me leaue 
To doubt what his fly walking may entend. 

And let me tell ye, he that is poffeft 

Of fuch a beautie, feares vndemiining guefles ^ 

Efpecially a mighty one, like him, 

Whofe greatneffe may guild oner vgly finne. 

But fay his coming is not to my wife, 
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Then hath he fome fly aiming at my life^ 

By falfe compounded metalls, or light gold. 

Or elfe fome other trifle to be fold. 

When kings themfelues fo narrowly do pry 
Into the world, men feare ; and why not I % 

Fran. Belieue me, brother, in this doubtful cafe, 

I know not well how I fhould anfwer ye. 

I wonder in this ferious bufie time 
Of this great gathered Beneuolence 
For his regaining of his right in France^ 

The day and nightly turmoile of his lordes, 

Yea of the whole eflate in generall, 

He can be fpared from thefe great affaires, 

And wander heere difguifed in this fort. 

But is not this your Boy ? 

Enter Boy. 

Shore. Yes, marry, is it How now ; what newes 
with thee % 

Boy. Mailer, my miflreffe, by a nobleman, 

Is fent for to the King, in a clofe coach. 

Shees gone with him. Thefe are the news T bring. 

Maior. How, my neece fent for to the King 1 
By a nobleman, and fhee is gone with him ? 

Nay, then, I like it not 
Em. How, gone, faiefl thou ? 

Shore. Be patient vncle, ftorm not, gentle Franks 
The wrong is mine. By whom ? A king. 

To talke of fuch it is no common thing. 

She is gone, thou faiefl % 

Boy. Yes, truly, fir : tis fo. 

Shore. I cannot help it ; a Gods name, let her 
goe. 

You cannot help it, vncle ; no nor you. 

Where kings are medlers, meaner men mufl rue. 

I florme againfl it ^ no ; farewell, yane Shore. 

Once thou waft mine ; but muft be fo no ihore. 

Maior. Gone to the Court % Exit. 
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Shore. Yet, vncle, will ye rage '? 

Let mine example your high heat affwage. 

To note offences in a miglitie man 
It is enough ; amend it he that can. 

Franke Erjcrflcy ! my wife thy fifler was ; 

Lands, goods, and all I Iiaue, to thee I paffe, 

Saue that poor portion, niuil along with me, 

I'o beare me from this badge of obloquy. 

It iieuer Ih all be faid that Matthew Shore 
A kings diflionor in his bonnet wore. 

Em. Good brother. 

Shore. Striue not to change me, for I am refolued, 
And will not tarrie. England fare thou well 
And, Edward, for requiting me fo well, 

But dare I fpeake of him ? forbeare, forbeare. 

Come, Franke, I will furreiider all to thee, 

And then abroad, where ere my fortune be. Exeunt^ 

Enter Kmg Edward, Howard, Sellinger, 

King, And haue our country fubiedls beene fo 
franke 

And bomitifull in their Beneuolence 

Toward our prefent expedition 1 

Thanks, coufin Howard, for thy paines herein : 

We will haue letters fent to euery fhire 
Of thankful gratitude, that they may knowe 
How highly \i<t refpccT rheir gentleneffe. 

How. One thing, my Lord, I had w^ell neare 
forgot : 

Your plealant hofl, the Tanner of Tamworth, 

King. What of him, coufin ? 

How. He was right liberall : 

Twenty old angels did he fend your grace ; 

And others, feeing him fo bountifull, 

Stretcht further than they otherwife had done. 

King. Trufl me, I mull requite that honeB 
Tanner. 

Oh, had he kept his word and come to Court, 
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Then, in good fadneffe, we had had good fport 
HoWn That is not long, niy lord, which comes at 
lafl. 

Hees come to London, on an earnefl caiife. 

His foiine lies prifoner in Stafford Jaiie, 

And is condemned for a robbery. 

Your Highneffe pardoning his fonnes offence, 

May yield the Tanner no meane recompenfe. 

Kifig- But who hath feeiie him fince he came to 
towne % 

SeL My Lord, in Holhorne twas my hap to fee 
him, 

Gazing about. I fent away ray men ; 

And clapping on one of their liuery cloakes, 

Came to him ; and the Tanner knew me ilraite. 

How doll thou Tom ? and How doth Ned 1 quoth 
he ; 

That honefl, merry hangman, how doth he ? 

I; knowing that your maieftie intended 
This day in perfon to come to the Tower, 

There'*bade him meete me, where Ned and I 
Would bring him to the prefence of the King, 

And there procure a pardon for his fonne. 

King Haue then a care we be not feene of him, 
Tntil we be prouided for the purpofe ; 

Becaufe, once more weie haue a little fport. 

Tom Seliinger, let that care be yours. 

SeL I warrant ye, ray lord. Let me alone. 

Enter the Lord Maior, 

King. Welcome, lord Maior ! what, haue you figni* 
Me 

Our thankfulneffe vnto our citizens, 

For their late-gathered Beneuolence ? 

Maior, Before the citizens in our Gtuldhall^ 

Mailer Recorder made a good oration, 

Of thankful! gratitude vnto them all, 

Which they receiued with fo kinde refpedl 
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And loue vnto your royall maieflie, 

As it appeard to vs they forrowed 

Their bounty to your highnefs was no more. 

M’/ig, Lord Maioi'j thanks to yourfelf and'them 1 
And go ye with vs now into the Tower, 

To fee the order that we fhall obferue 
In this fo needful preparation ; 

The better may you fignifie to them 
What neede there w’as of their Beneuolence. 

Maior. He wait vpon your gracious maieflie. 

Yet there is one thing that much grieueth me. nfide. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Shore and two PFatermen, bearmg his trunkes. 

Shore, Go, honefl fellow ; bear my trunckes 
aboard ; 

And tell the maifter He come prefently- 

Efiter Mi fins Shore, lady-Uke attired, with diners fiipplf 
cations in her hand, Jhe tmpmnmg her Mask, and 
attended on by many Suitors, 

I. Waterman, We will, fir. But what lady haue 
we heere ? 

Belike fhe is of no meane countenance, 

That hath fo many fuitors waiting on her. 

Shore. Go, one of you, pray ye, inquire her 
name. 

I. Waterman. My honefl friend, what Lady call ye 
this ? 

Ay re. Her name is Miflriffe Shore, the kings be- 
loued ; 

A fpecial friend to fuitors at the court, 

Shore. Her name is miflriffe Shore, the Kings be- 
loved ! 

Where fhall I hide my head, or flop mine ears, 

But like an owle I fhall be wonderd at 1 
When fhe with me was wont to walke the flreetes, 
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The people then, as llie did pafs along, 

Would fay, There goes faire, modeft, miflrifle Shore, 
When die attended like a City dame, 

Was prais’d of matrons. So that citizens, 

Wien they would Ipeake of ought viito their wines. 
Fetcht their example flili from miftriffe Shore. 

But now die goes deckt in her courtly robes. 

This is not die, that once in feemely blacke 
Was the cliafle, fober wife of Matthew Shore; 

For now die is King Edwards concubine. 

Oh, greate ill title, honorable diame 1 
Her good I had , but, King, her ill is thine : 

Once Sho7'ds true wife ; now Edwards concubine. 
Aniongfl the reft. He note her new behauiour. 

All this while, Jhe Jlands cotiferring priuately with her 
Suitors, ajid looking on their bills. 

Ayre. Good miftriffe Shore, remember my foil’s 
life. 

fane. What is thy name ? 

Ayre. My name is Thomas Ayre. 
fane. There is his pardon, figned by the King. 
Ayre. In fign of humble, hearty thankfulneffe, 
Take this, in angels, twenty pound. 
fane.^ What think ye that I buie and fell for 
bribes 

Flis highnefs fauoiir, or his fubiedls blood ? 

No, -without gifts, God grant I may do good. 

For ail my good cannot redeeme my ill ; 

Yet to doe good I will endeuour flili. 

Shore. Yet all this good doth but guild ore afidc, 
thy ill. 

Pal. Miftriffe the reftitution of my landes, 

Taken perforce by his highneffe oflicers, 

fane. The Kings content your goodes diall be re- 
ftored. 

But the officers will hardly yeeld thereto. 

Yet be content ; He fee ye haue no wrong. 

Shore. Thou canft not fay to me fo. I haue 
wrong. 



King Edward the fourth. 83 

"J^ockcy, Mifirefs, gude faith, gin yele help me til 
my laimd, whilk the fatilfe loon, Billy Grime of Glen- 
dale^ bauds wrangfully fra me, I’s quite your gudenels 
with a bonny nag, fall fwum away fo deftly as the 
winde. 

yane. Your fuit, my friend, requires a longer 
time. 

Yet fince you dwell fo far, to eafe your charge, 

Your diet with my feruants you nmy^take ; 

And foine relief lie get thee of the King. 

Shore. It’s cold relief thou gettfL me from the 
King. 

J^ocky. Now, Gods bleffing light on that gudely 
fair face. I’s be your bedefman, miflrefs ; I, indeed, 
fall I. 

Fal. God bleffe the care you haue of doing 
good I 

Ayre. Pity fhe fliould mifcarry in her life. 

That beares fo fweete a minde in doing good. 

Shore. So fay I, too. Ah, J^ane, this kills my 
heart, 

That thou reckes other, and not rufl my fmart 
Muf. ' Miflriffe, I fear you haue forgot my fuit. 
J^ane. Oh, tis for a licence to tranfport come 
From this land, and lead, to foraigne realmes. 

I had 3 mur bill ; but I haue tome your bill ; 

And twere no lliame, I think, to teare your eares, 

That care not how you wound the commonwealth. 

The poor muft ftarue for foode, to fill your purfe. 

And the enemy bandy bullets of our leade 1 
No, maifler Riifford^ He not fpeake for you, 

Except it be to haue you puniflied. 

yocky. By the meffe, a deft lafs 1 Chrifts benifon 
light on her. 

She efpies her husband., walking aloof off., and 
takes him for another Stator, 
ffane. Is that another Sutor I I haue no bill of 
his. 

Go, one of you, and know what he would haue. 

G 2 
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Shore. Yes, yam the bill of my obliged faith : 
And I had thine ; but thou baft caiicelld it. 

Here Jhc kiiowcs him, and hwienting^ comes to him. 
yane. Oh God, it is my husband, kind Matthew 
Shore. 

Shore. Ah yatiCj whals he dare fay lie is thy hus- 
band? 

Thou waft a wife, but now thou art not fo ; 

Thou w-afl a maid, a maid when thou wall wife ; 

Thou ivall a wife, euen when thou waft a maide ; 

So good, fo modell, and fo challe thou waft I 
But now thou art diuorct whiles yet he lines, 

That was thy husband, while thou wall his wife. 

Thy wifehood llaind, by thy dilhonour’d life. 

For noiv thou art nor widow, maide, nor wife. 

yane. I mufl confeffe, I yeelded vp the fort, 
Wherein lay all the riches of my joy ; 
f But yet, fweete Shore, before I yeelded it, 

I did indure the longll and greateft fiege 
That euer. batterd on poor challity. 

And but to him that did affault the fame, 

For euer it had been inuincible. 

But I will yeeld it backe againe to thee. 

He cannot blame me, though it be fo done, 

To lofe by me, wdiat hrll by me was wonne. 

Shore. No, yane, there is no place aliowd for 
me, 

Where once a king has tane poffefllon. 

Meane men brooke not a dual in their lone ; 

Much lefs fo high unriualld maieflie. 

A concubine to one, fo great as Edwa^^d, 

Is far too greate to be the wife of Shore. 

yane. I will refufe the pleafures of the Court 
Let me go with thee, Shore, though not as a wife, 

Yet as thy flaue fmee I haue loll that name. 

I will redeem the wrong that I haue done thee, 

With my true feruice, if thou wilt accept it. 

Srore. Thou go with me, yane ? Oh God forbid 
That I fliould be a traitor to my King I 
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Sfaail I become a felon to his pleafures, 

And fly away, as guilty of the theft ? 

NOj my dear ‘J-a7ie^ I fay it may not be. 

Oh^ what haue fubiedls that is not their kings, 

He not examine his prerogatiue. 
y^am, Why^ then, fvveete Mat^ let me intreate thee 
day. 

What iil with Edward that I cannot do ? 

He make thee wealthier than ere Richard was, 

That entertaind the three greatefl kings in Europe, 
And feafled them in London on a day. 

Asfce what thou wilt ) were it a million. 

That may content thee; thou ihalt haue it Share. 

Shore. Indeed, this were feme comfort to a man 
That tailed want or worldly mifery ; 

But I haue loft what wealth cannot returne. 

All worldly Ioffes are but toys to mine 

0 ail my wealth — the lofs of thee was more 
Than euer time or fortune can rellore. 

Therefore, fweet Jam farewell, once thou waft mine ; 
Too rich for me ; and that King Edward knew. 

Adieu, O world, he lhall deceiued be, 

That puts his trufl in women or in thee. Exit 

Jane. O Shore., farewell, poor heart ; in death He 
tell 

1 euer loued thee, Shore., farewell, farewell Exit 

Enter King Edward, Lord Maior^ Howard, Sellinger, 
afid the traine. 

King. Hauing awakt forth of their fleepy dens 
Our drowfy cannons, which, ere long, lhall charm 
The watchful French mth deaths eternall fleepe ; 

And all things elfe in readineffe for France, 

Awhile we will giue truce vnto our care. 

There is a merry tanner neare at hand, 

With whom we meane to be a little merry. 

Therefore, Lord Maior, and you, my other friendes, 

I mull intreate you not to knowledge me. 
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No man Hand bare — all as companions. 

Giue a cloke, that I may be difguifde. 

To?n SeUingcr^ go thou and take another. 

So Tanner, now come when ye pleafe : we are pro- 
uided. 

And in good time j fee he is come already. 

Enter the Tanner. 

Tom Sellinger^ go thou and meet him. 

Sel^ What foJm Bobs ! welcome, ifaith, to Court. 
Bobs. Gramercies, honefl Tom : where is the hang- 
man, Ned% 

Where is that mad rafcal ? lliall I not fee him ? 

Set. See where he Hands : that fame is he. 

Bobs. What iVh/? a plague found thee, how doft 
thou, for a villaine ? how doll thou mad rogue ? and 
how 1 and how ? 

Kmg. In health John Bobs ; and very glad to fee 
thee ; 

But fay, what wind drone thee to Londofi % 

Bobs. Ah, Ned^ I was brought hither with a whirl- 
winde, man : my fon, my fon ; did I not tell thee I 
had a knaue to my fon ? 

King. Yes, tanner j what of him? 

Bobs. Faith, he’s in Capperdochy, Ned, in Stafford 
Jade, for a robbery ; and is like to be hanged, except 
thou get the King to be more miferable to him, 

Kmg. If that be all, tanner, lie warrant him, 

I will procure his pardon of the King. 

Bobs. Wilt thou, A^ed 7 for thofe good words, fee 
what my daughter Nell hath fent thee : a handkercher 
wrought with as good Couentry-filk blue thread, as 
euer thou faweft. 

King. And I perhaps may weare it, for her fake, 

In better prelence then thou art aware of. 

Bobs. Now, Ned% abetter prefent, that thou canfl 
not haue, for filk, cloth, and workmanfliip. Why, Neil 
made it, man. But, Ned^ is not the King in this com- 
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pany f What’s he in the long beard and the red petti" 
coate? Before God, I mifdoubt, Ned^ that is the 
King. I knowe it by my Lord What-ye-call’s players. 

Kmg. How by them, tanner % 

Hobs. Euer when they play an enterlout or a com- 
modity at Tamworth^ the King alwaies is in a long 
bearde and a red gowne, like him. Therefore I fpedt 
Mm to be the King. 

King. No trufl me tanner, this is not the King ; 
But thou lhalt fee the King before thou goeft, 

This man is the Lord Maior, Lord Maior of Lo7idon. 
Here was the Recorder too ; but he is gone. 

Hobs. What nicknames thefe courtnols haue 1 
Mare and Corder, quotha 1 we haue no inch at Lich- 
field. There is the honefl Bailiff and his brethren. 
Such words gree befl with vs. 

King. My lord Maior, I pray ye, for 'my fake. 

To bid this honefl tanner welcome. 

Maior. You are welcome, my honefl friend. 

In figne whereof, I pray you fee my houfe, 

And fup with me this night 

Hobs. I thanke ye, Goodman Maior; but I care 
not for no meat My flomach is like to a ficke 
fwines, that will neither eate nor drinke till fhe knowe 
what fhall become of her pig. Ned and To7n^ you pro- 
mifed me a good turn when I came to Court Either 
do it now, or go hang yourfelues. 

King. No fooner comes the King, butT will do it. 

Sel. I warrant thee, tanner; fear not thy fonnes 
life. 

Hobs. Nay I feare not his life, I fear his death. 

Enter Maijler of S. Katharines a?id Widow 
Norton. 

Ifajier. All health and happinefs to my foueraign 1 

King. The Maifler of S. Katharines hath marred 
ail 
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Hobs. Out, alas that euer I was born. 

The Tanner falls into a fwonnd : they labour to reuiue 
him^ meanwhile the Jiin§ puts o?i his royal robes, 
A7ng. Looke to the tanner there, he takes no 
harm. 

I would not haue him (for my crown) mifearry. 

Widow. Let me come to him, by my Kings good 
leaiie. 

Here’s ginger, honed man ; bite it. 

JIi?bs. Lite ginger, bite ginger, bite a dogs date. I 
I am but a dead man. Ah, my liege that you fhould 
deal fo with a poor well-meaning man : but it makes 
no matter ; 1 can but die. 

A7n£. But when, tanner ? canfl thou tell ? 

JTobs. Nay, euen when you pleafe ; for I haue fo 
defended ye, by calling ye plaine Ahtd, mad rogue, and 
rafeal, that I know youle haue me hanged. Therefore, 
make no more ado, but fend me down to Stqfbrd, and 
there, a Gods name, hang me with my fon. And heres 
another as honeft as yourfelf. You made me call him 
plaine Tom : I warrant, his name is Thomas^ and fome 
man of worfhip too. Therefore, lets to it, euen when 
and where ye will. 

IQng. Tanner, attend ! Not only do we pardon 
thee, 

But in all princely kindneffe welcome thee j 
And thy fonnes trefpafle do we pardon too. 

One go and fee that .forthwith it be drawn 
Vnder our feal of England,^ as it ought. 

And forty pounds we giue thee, to defray 
Thy charges in tliy coming vp to London. 

Now, tanner, what faifl thou to vs ? 

JTobs. Marry, you fpeak like an honeft man, if you 
mean what you fay. 

JLing. _ We mean it, tanner, on our royal word. 
Now, Maifler of S. Katharines what would you ? 

Maijler, My gracious lord, the great beneiiolence 
(Though fmall to that your fubiedts could afford) 
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Of poor S. Katharines do I bring your grace. 

Fiue hundred pounds here haue they fent by me, 

For the eafier portage, all in angel gold. 

What this good widdowe, niiflrifle No?to?i, will, 

She comes lierfelf, and brings her gift with her. 

Widow. Pardon me, gracious lord, prefumption, 
Nor ouerweening in mine owne conceite, 

Makes me thus bolde to come before your grace j 
But loue and duty to your maieftie, 

And great defire to fee my lord the King. 

Our Maifler, here, fpake of beneuolence, 

And faid my twenty nobles was enough. 

I thought not fo ; but at your highnefs feete, 

A widows mite, a token of her zeale, 

In humble duty giues you twenty pound. 

King. Now by my crowne, a gallant lufly girle. 

Of all the exhibition yet beftowed, 

This womans liberality likes me bell. 

Is thy name Norton I 

Widow. I, my gracious liege. 

Kmg How long haft thou been a widow 1 
Widow. It is, my lord, 

Since I did bury Within, my good man, 

At Shrouetide next, euen juft a dozen yeares. 

King. In all which fpace, couldfl thou not finde a 
man, 

On whom thou mightfi beftowe thyfelf againe ? 

Widow. Not anie like my Within, whofe deare 
loue 

I knowe is matchleffe : in relpedl of whom 
I thinke not any worthy of a kifs. 

King. No, widow? that He try. How like you 
this ? He hiffeth her. 

Widow. Beflirew my heart, it was a honey kifs, 
Able to make an aged woman young ; 

And for the fame, mofl fweete and lonely prince, 

See what the widow giues you from her {lore, 

Forty olde angels but for one kifs more. 
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King. Marry, widow, and thou flialt haiie it. John 
Hobs, thou art a widower : lackfl thou fuch a wife? 

Hobs. Snails, twenty pound a kiffe ? Had flie as 
many twenty pound bags as I haue knobs of barke in 
my tan-fat, flie might kiffe them away in a quarter of a 
year. He no S. Katharines widows, if kiffes be fo 
dear. 

MHdow. Clubs and clouted fiioes, there’s none 
enamoured here. 

King. Lord Maior, we thanke you, and intreat 
withall 

To recommend vs to our Citizens. 

We muft for France. We bid you all farewell 
Come tanner thou fhalt go with vs to Court ; 

To morrow you fhall dine with my lord Maior, 

And afterward fet homeward when ye pleafe. 

God and our right that only fight for vs, 

Adieu, pray that our toile proue profperous. 

Exeunt^ 


FINIS. 





THE SECOND 

PART OF KING EDWARD 
THE FOURTH. 

Containing 

his iourney into France, for the obtaining of 
his right there : 

The trecherous falihood of the Duke of 
gundie and the Conftable of France 
vfed againft him, and his 
returne home 
againe. 

Likewife the profecution of the hiilorie of M, 
Shoare and his faire wife. 

Concluding with the lamentable death of them 
both. 


Enter King Edward, Howard, Sellinger, and Souldiers 
marching. 

King, Is this the aide our coufni Burgundy 
And the great Conftable of France affured us ? 

Haue we marcht thus far through the heart of France^ 
And with the terrour of our Englifh drummes 
Eoufed the poore trembling French, which leaue their 
townes, 

That now the wolues affrighted from the fieldes 
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Do get their prey, and kennell in the flreetes ? 

Our thundering cannons, now this fortnight fpace, 

Like common bellmen in fome market towne, 

Haue cride the Conflable and JBiirgimdy ; 

But yet I fee they come not to our aide. 

Wele bring them in, or by the bleffed light, 

Wele fearch the ground fills of their cities walls. 

Since you haue brought me hither, I will make 
The proudefl tower that Hands in Fra?ice to quake. 

I maruel much that Scales retumes not ; for by him 
I doe expect to heare their refolutions. 

Enter the Lord Scales, 

How^ My foueraign, he is happily returned. 

Kmg. Welcome, my lord ; welcome, good cofin 
Scales, 

What newes from Btcrgujidy ? what is his anfwer 1 
What, comes he to our fuccour, as he promifed ? 
Scales, Not by his good will. For ought that I 
can fee, 

He lingers Hill in his long Hege at Nufe, 

I vrged his promife and your expedlation, 

Euen to the force and compaffe of my fpirit. 

I cheerd my firme perfuafions with your hopes, 

And guilded them with my beH oratory ; 

I framed my fpeech Hill fitly, as I found 
The temper of his humor to be wrought vpon ; 

But Hill I found him earthly, vnrefolued, 

Muddie ; and, methought, euer through his eyes, 

I faw his wauering and vnfettled fpirit j 
And, to be Hiort, fubtle and trecherous, 

And one that doth intend no good to you. 

And he will come, and yet he wanteth power ; 

He would faine come, but may not leaue the fiege, 

He hopes he fhall, but yet he knows not when, 

He piirpofed, but fome impediments 
Haue hinderd his determined intent 
Briefly, I thinke he will not come at all. 
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King. But is he like to take the town of Nufe % 
Scales. My lord, the town is liker to take him ; 
Thatj if he chance to come to you at all, 

Tis but for fuccour. 

King. But what faies Count S. Pan/ 'I 
Scales. My lord, he lies and reuels at S. Qiuntins^ 
And laughs at Edwards coming into Prance. 

There domineiring with his drunken crewe, 

Make jigs of vs, and in their flauering iefts 
Tell how like rogues we lie here in the held. 

Then comes a ilaue, one of thefe drunken fots. 

In with a tauem-reckoning for a fupplication, 
Difguifed with a cufhion on his head, 

A drawers apron for a heralds coate, 

And tells the Count, the King of England cranes 
One of his worthy honours dog-kennels, 

To be his lodging for a day or two. 

With fome fuch other tauern-foolery. 

With that, this filthie, rafcall, greafie rout 
Burfl out in laughter at this worthie ieft, 

Naighing like horfes. Thus the Count S. Paul 
Regards his promife to your maieflie. 

King. Will no man thruh the flaue into a fack- 
but ? 

Sel. Now, by this light, were I but neare the 
flaue ' 

With a biacke iacke, I would beate out his braines. 
How. If it pleafe your highneffe but to fay the 
word, 

Wele pluck him out of Quin fins by the eares. 

King. No, coufin Howard', wele referue our 
valour 

For better purpofe. Since they both refufe vs, 
Ourfelues will be vnriualld in our honour. 

Now our firft caft, my Lord, is at maine France, 
Wliilfl yet our army is in health and flrong ; 

And, haue we once but broke into that war, 

I will not leaue S. Paid, nor Burgundy, 
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Not a bare pigs-cote to fhroud them in. 

Herald. 

Her. My foueraign ! 

King. Go, herald, and to Lewis, the French 
king, 

Denounce flem war, and tell him I am come 
To take poffeffion of my realme of France. 

Defie him boldly from vs. Be thy voice 
As fierce as thunder, to affright his foule. 

Herald, begone, I fay, and be thy breath 
Piercing as lightning, and thy words as death. 

Her. I goe, my liege, refolud to your high will. 

. Exit. 

King. Sound drumme, I fay j fet forward with our 
powre ; 

And, France, ere long expedl a dreadful houre 1 
I will not take the Englifh ftandards down, 

Till thou empale my temples with thy crowne. 

Enter Lewis the French King, Bourbon, and St. Pierre, 
with the Herald of England. 

Lewis. Herald of England, we are pleafed to 
heare 

What meffage thou haft brought vs from thy King. 
Prepare thyfelf, and be aduifed in fpeech. 

Her. Right gratious and mofl Chriflian King of 
France ! 

I come not to thy prefence vnprepared 
To do the meffage of my royal liege. 

Edward the Fourth, of England and of France 
The lawful King, and Lord of Ireland, 

Wliofe puiffant magnanimious breall incenfed, 
Through manifefl notorious iniuries, 

Offerd by thee, King Lewis, and thy French, 

Againft his title to the crowne of France, 

And right in all thefe dukedonies following, 

Aquitaine, Anjou, Gujen, Aguileme, 
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Breathes forth by me, the organ of his fpeech, 

Hoftile defiance to thy realme and thee. 

And trampling now vpon the face of France 
With barbed horfe and valiant armed foote, 

Himfelf the leader of thofe martiall troopes, 

Bids thee to battle, where and when thou darfL, 
Except thou make fuch reflitution 
And yearely tribute on good lioflages, 

As may content his iuft concerned wrath. 

And to this meffage anfwer I expedl. 

Lew, Right peremptory is this embaffage ; 

And were my roiall brother of Engla7id pleafed 
To entertaine thofe kinde affedlions 
Wherewith we do imbrace his amity, 

Needieffe were all thefe thunder-threatning wordes. 
Let Pleauen, where all our thoughts are regifterd, 
Beare record with what deepe define of peace 
We fhall fubfcribe to fuch conditions 
As equity for England lliall propound. 

If Edward haue fuflained wrong in France^ 

Lewis was neuer authour of that wrong \ 

Yet, faultlefs, we will make due recompenfe. 

We are affurd that his maieflick thoughts, 

In his mild fpirit, did neuer mean thefe warres, 

Till Chaides Burgundy,^ once our fawning friend, 

But now our open foe, and Count S, Paul, 

Our fubiedl once and Conflable of France, 

But now a traitour to our realme and vs, 

Were motiues to incite him vnto armes, 

Which hauing done, mil leaue him, on my life. 

Her, The King my maifter reckes not Burgundy, 
And fcorns S, Paul, that trechrous Conflable. 

His puiffance is fufficient in itfelf 
To conquer France, like his progenitors. 

Lend, He fliall not neede to wafle by force of 
warre, 

Where peace fhall yeeld him more then he can win. 
We couet peace, and we will purchafe it 
At any rate that reafon can demand. 
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And it is better Eiiglaiid ioin in league 
With vs, his ftrong, old, open enemy, 

Than with thole weake and new dirfembliiig friends. 
We do fecure vs from our open foes, 

But trufl in friendes (though faithleffe) we repofe. 

My Lord S. Pierre and coufiii Bourbon^ fpeake. 

What cenfure you of Burgundy and S. Paul f 

St Pierre, Dread Lord^ it is well known that 
Burgundy 

Made fhow of tender feruice to your maiefly, 

Till by the engine of his flatteries, 

He made a breach into your Highneffe loue ; 

Where enterd once and thereof full poffefl, 

He fo abufd that ro3^al excellence 
By getting footing into manie towns, 

Caflles, and forts, belonging to your crowne, 

That now he holds them gain ft your realme and you. 
Bur. And Count S. Pmd^ the Conllable of 
France., 

Ambitious in that high authority, 

Vfurps the lands and feigneuries of thofe 
That are true fubiedls, noble peers of France. 

Your boundleffe fauoiirs did him firfl fuborne ; 

And now to be your liegeman he thinkes fcorne. 

Lew, By this coniecSure the vnfleady courfe 
Thy royal maifler ’vndertakes in France ; 

And herald intimate what feruent zeale 
We haue to league with Edward and his Englifh. 
Three hundreth crownes we giue thee for reward, 

And of rich crimfon veluet thirty yardes, 

In hope thou wilt vnto thy foueraign tell 
We Ihow thee not one difcontented looke, 

Nor render him one misbeholden word ; 

But his defiance and his dare to warre, 

We fwallow with the fupple oile of peace 3 
Which gentle herald if thou canfl procure, 

A thoufand crowns fhall iuflly guerdon thee. 

Her, So pleafe it your moft facred maiefly, 

To fend vnto my gracious Soueraign 
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Eqiiall conditions for the bonds of peace 
And reflitution of his iniuries, 

His temper is not of obdurate malice, 

But hveete relenting princely clemency. 

Perfonne your promife of a thoufand crownes. 

And fecond me with fome fit meffenger, 

And I will vndertake to worke your peace. 

Lew, By the true honor of a Chriflian king, 

Effect our peace, and thou fhalt haue our crownes. 
And we will poft a herald after thee, 

That (hall confirm thy fpeech and our defignes. 

Go, Mngeroun ; fee to this herauld giuen 
The veluet and three hundreth crownes propofed. 
Farewell, good friend, remember our requefl, 

And kindly recommend vs to King Edward, 

Exeu7it Englijh Herald and Mugeronn. 
How think you lords % isk not more requifite 
To make our peace, then war with Englands power 1 
Botir, Yes, gracious Lord ; the wounds are bleed- 
ing yet 

That Talbot,, Bedford^ and King Henry made, 

Which peace mull cure, or France fhall ianguifh flill 
. S, Pierre, Befides my liege, by thefe intelline 
foes, 

The Conflable and trecherous Burgundy, 

The States in danger, if the Englifh flir. 

Enter Mugeromi, 

Lew, Tis perilous and full of doubt, my lords ; 
We mufl haue peace with Efigland euerie way. 

Who fiiall be herald in thefe high affaires ? 

Bur, No better man then Monfieur Mugeroun, 
Whofe wit is fharp, whofe eloquence is found ; 

His prefence gracious, and his courage good ; 

A gentleman, a fcholar, and a fouldier \ 

A compleate man for fuch an embaffage. 

Art thou content to be emploied, Mrigeroun, 

In this negotiation to King Edward^ 


H 
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Mtig. If your raofl facred maieflie command, 

Your humble vaffall Mugcroun fliall goe. 

Lew. Gramercies, Mugeroim, But thou mufl 
affume 

A heralds habit, and his office both, 

To pleade our loue, and to procure vs peace 
With Englifh Edward^ fer the good of France, 

Aiug I know the matter and the form, my Lord» 
Giue me my Heralds Coat, and I am gone. 

Letij, Thou art a man compofed for bufmefs. 
Attend on vs for thy inftrudlions, 

And other fit fupplies for thefe affaires ; 

And for thy diligence expedl reward. Exeimt. 

Enter feueral mates, Burgundy a/id the Confiable of 
France. 

Con, Whither away fo faff goes Burgundy ? 

Bur, Nay rather whither goes the Conffable ? 

Co?i, Why, to King Edward, man. Is he not 
come? 

Meanff thou not likewife to goe vifit him ? 

Btir, 6h, excellent. I knowe that in thy foule 
Thou knowff that I doe purpofe nothing leffe. 

Nay, I do knowe, for all thy outward fhowe, 

Thou haff no meaning once to looke on him. 

Brother diffembler, ieaue this colouring, 

With him that means as falfely as thyfelf. 

Con. I, but thou knowff that Edward on our 
letters^ 

And hoping our affiffance when he came, 

Did make this purpofd voyage into Fra7ice ; 

And with his forces is he heere arriued, 

Trufting that we will keepe our word with him. 

Now though we meane it not, yet let a face 
Vpon the matter as though we intended 
To keepe our word with him effedlually. 

Bur, And for my better countnance in this cafe, 
My iingring fiege at Nufe will feme the turne» 
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There will I fpend the time to difappoint 
King Edwards hope of my conioining with him. 

Con. And I will keepe me lliil here in S. Qumtins^ 
Pretending mighty matters for his aide, 

But not performing any, on my word. 

The rather Burgundy^ becaufe I aime ] Ali 

At matters which perhaps may coll your head, \this 
If ail hit right to expedlation. j afide. 

In the meane fpace, like a good crafty knaue, 

That hugs the man he wifheth hangd in heart, 

Keep I faire weather fliil with Burgundy^ 

Till matters fall out for my purpofe fit 
Id ^ font mon fecrets, beau temps pour moy. 

Bur. Id^font mon fea^ets^ beau temps pour moy. 

Are ye fo crafty Conflable ? proceede, proceede, 

You quicke, fharpe lighted man, imagine me 
Biinde, witlelTe, and a filly ideot, 

That pries not into all your policies. 

Who, I ? no, God doth knowe, my fimple wit 
Can neuer found a judgment of fuch reach, 

As in our cunning Conftable of France. 

Perfuade thyfelf fo Hill, and when time ferues, 

And that thou art in moll extremity, 

Needing my helpe, then take thou heede of me ; 

In meane while, fir, you are the onely man 
That hath my heart? Hath? I, and great reafon 
too. 

Thus it befits men of deep reach to do. 

Well, Conllable youle back again to Nufe^ 

And not aide Englilh Edward % 

Con. What elfe, man ? 

And keepe thee in St. Qtdntins ; fo fhall we 
Smile at King Edwards weake capacity. Exeunt. 

Enter King Edward, with Burgundy, Howard, 
Sellinger, and Scales. 

King. Tell me not Burgundie tis I am 'wrongd ; 

H 2 



ICO The fecond part of 

And you haue dealt like a diiloyall knight 

Bun Edward of England^ tliefe are vnkingly 
words. 

Kin^. He that will do, my lord, what he fhouid 
not, 

MufL and lliall heare of me wdiat he would not, 

I fay againe, you haue deluded me. 

Bur, Am I not come according to my word ? 

King, No, Charles of Burgimdy ! thy word was 
giuen 

To meet with me in Aprill ; now tis Aiigufl ; 

The place appointed, Caks^ not Lorraine ; 

And thy approach to be with martiall troopes ; 

But thou, art come, not hauing in thy traine 
So much as page or lackey to attend thee. 

As who Ihouid fay thy prefence were munition, 

And ilrength enough to anfwer our expedl. 

Summer is almoll fpent, yet nothing done. 

And all by dalliance with vncertaine hope. 

Bur, My forces lay before the citie Ntife^ 

From which I could not rife but with diflionour, 
Vnleffe vpon fome compofition had. 

King There was no fuch exception in your 
letters. 

Why fmiles Lord Scales 1 

Scales, My man reports, my Lord, 

The compofition that the Duke there made 
Was meere compulfion ; for the cittizens 
Draue him from thence perforce^ 

King. I thought fo much. 

We fliould not yet haue feene your Excellence, 

But that your heeles were better then your hands. 

Bur, Lord Scales^ thou dolt me wrong to Hander 
me. 

King, Letting that pafle, it fhall be feene, my 
Lord, 

That we are able of ourfelfe to claime 
Our right in France, without or your affillance 
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Or anie others, but the helpe of Heauen. 

Bur. I make no queflion of it : yet the Con- 
ilable, 

Prefl with no fuch occafion as I was, 

Might haue excufd vs both, if he had pleafed. 

King. Accufe him not. Your Cities, as we came, 
Were euen as much to be condemned as his. 

They gaue vs ieaue to lye within the field, 

And fcarcely would affoord vs meat for money. 

This was fniall friendfhip, in refpecb of that 
You had engagd your honour to performe. 

But march we forward as we were determined. 

This is S. QuintinSj where you fay, my Lord, 

The Conflable is ready to receiue vs. 

Bur. So much he fignified to me my letter. 

King. Well, we fhali fee his entertainment. For- 
ward ! 

As they march vpon the ^age, the Lord Scales is firucke 
downe^ and two Souldiers flaineoutrighf.^ with great 
Jhot from the towns. 

Fly to our main battalia ; bid them Hand. 

Theres treafon plotted : fpeake to me, Lord Scales ; 

Or if there be no power of life remaining 
To vtter thy hearts grieuance, make a figne. 

Two of our common fouldiers flaine befide ! 

This is hard welcome. But it was not you, 

At whom the fatal! enginer did aime ; 

hly breafl the leuell was, though you the marke : 

In which confpiracy, anfwer me, Duke, 

Is not thy foule as guilty as the Earles % 

Bur. Perifh, my foule, King Edward^ if I knew . 
Of any fuch intention. Yet I did, 

And grieue that it hath fped no otherwife. 

Kifig. Howard and Selhnger 

Burgundy fteales away. 
What is there hope of life in none of them % 

Horn. The fouldiers are both flaine outright, my 
Lord, 
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Shall both be cranimd into a cannons mouth, 

And fo be Ihot into the towne againe. 

It is not like but that they knew our colors, 

And of fet purpofe did this villainy ; 

Nor can I be perfwaded thoroughly 

But that our perfon was the marke they aimd at. 

Yet are we well content to hold you exciifd, 

Marie our foldiers mufi be fatishde ; 

And, therefore, firfirxnr«ii be diftributed 
Thefe crownes amongfl them; then you fliall re- 
turne, 

And of your beft prouifion fende to vs 
Thirty waine-load, befide twelue tun of wine. 

This if the burghers will fubfcribe vnto, 

Their peace is made. Otherwife I will proclaime 
Free liberty for all to take the fpoile. 

Con, Your highnefs fhall be anfwerd prefently, 
And I will fee thefe articles performd. 

Ki7ig, Yet one thing more. I will that you, my 
Lord, 

Together with the Duke of Burgundy,, 

Do ere to-morrow noone, bring all your force, 

And joine with ours ; or elfe we doe recant, 

And thefe conditions fhall be fruflrate. 

Con, Mine are at hand, my lord; and I will 
write 

The Duke may likewife be in readineffe. 

King, Let him haue fafe-conducl through our 
army. 

And, gainfl the morning, euery leader fee 
His troops be fumiflit. For no longer time, 

God willing, the trial fbaH be deferred 

Twixt Lewis and vs. What echoing found is this % 

Sd, A gentleman from the King of France, my 
Lord, 

Cranes parlance with your Excellence. 

King. A gentleman, bring him in. 

What news, a Gods name, from our brother Lewis 1 
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Enter Mugeroun. 

Mug. Moil puiffant and moft honorable King, 
Lfy royal! mafler, Lewis, the King of France, 
Doth greete your highneffe with vnfaigned loue, 
Wifliing your health profperity, and rule ; 

And thus he fays by me : When was it feen 
That euer Lewis pretended hurt to England, 

Either by clofe confpirators fent ouer 
To vndermine your flate, or openly 
By taking arms with purpofe to inuade ? 

Nay, when was it that Lewis was euer heard 
So much as to detradl from Edtoards name ? 

But nil! hath done him all his due of fpeech. 

By blazing to the world his high deferts 
Of wifedom. valour, and his heroicke birth ? 
Whence is it, then, that Edward is incenfd 
To render hate for loue, for amity ftern war 1 
Not of himfelfe, we know ; but by the means 
Of fome infedlious counfell, that, like mudde 
Would fpoiie the pure temper of his noble minde. 
It is the Duke and that pernicious rebell, 

Earl of S. Eatd^ haue fet abroach thefe warres, 
Who of themfelues vnable to proceede, 

Would make your Grace the inflrument of wrong ; 
And when you haue done what you can for them, 
You fliall be fure of nothing but of this, 

Still to be doubled and diffembled with. 

But if it might feem gratious in your eie 
To caft off thefe defpifd confederates, 

Vnfit companions for fo greate a Prince, 

And joine in league with Lewis, my royall maiiler, 
Him fhall you find as willing as of power 
To do your grace all offices of loue. 

And what commodity may fpring thereby 
To both the realmes, your Grace is wife enough, 
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Without my rude fuggeflions, to imagine. 

Befides, much bloodflied for this prefen t time 
Will be preuented when two fuch perfonages 
Shall meete together to fhake hands in peace, 

And not with fhock of lance and curtel-axe. 

That Lewis is willing, I am his fubflitute j 
And he himfelf in perfon, if you pleafe, 

Not farre from hence, will fignify as much. 

King, Sir, withdraw, and giue vs leaue aw^hile 
To take aduifement of our counfellers. 

What fay ye, Lords, vnto this proiferd truce ? 

How, In my conceit, let it not be dipt, my 
Lord. 

SeL Will it not be difhonor, hauing landed 
So great an army in thefe parts of France^ 

And not to fight before we do returne ? 

How, How can it be, when the enemie fubmits. 
And of himfelf makes tender of allegiance ? 

SeL I, thats the queflion, whether he will yeeld, 
And do King Edward fealty or no ? 

Kmg, What talk ye, lords 1 he fhall fubferibe to 
that ; 

Or no condition He accept at all. 

How, Let him be bound, my Lord, to pay your 
grace, 

Toward your expenfes fmceyoiir coming ouer, 
Seuenty-tiue thoufand crownes of the funne, 

And, yearely after, fifty thoufand more, 

During your life, with homage therewithal!, 

That he doth hold his roialtie from you ; 

And take his offer ; twill not be amiffe. 

King, It fhall be fo. Draw you the articles : 

And Sellinger^ call forth the Meffenger. 

Bring with thee, too, a cuppe of mafiie gould, 

And bid the bearer of our priuy purfe 
Inclofe therein a hundred Englifh ryals. 

Friend we do accept thy maifters league, 

With no lefs firm affedlion then he craues ; 
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If he will meet vs here, betwixt our tents, 

It fhall on both fides be confirmd by oath, 

On this condition, that he will fubfcribe 
To certain e articles lhall be propofed. 

And fo thou hafl thy anfwere. To requite 
Thy paines herein, we giue to thee this cuppe. 

Mi4g, Health and increafe of honour wait on Ed- 
ward, 

King. Lord Howard bring the Frenchman on his 
way. 

King Zowis is one that neuer was precife : 

But nowe, Lord Howard and Tom SelUnger^ 

There is a taske remaines for you to do : 

And that is this : you two fhall be difguifed, 

And one of you repaire to B 2 irgundy,i 
The other to the Co7iJiaUe of France ; 

Where you fhall learne in fecret, if you can, 

If they intend to meete vs heere to-morrow, 

Or how they take this our accord with France. 
Somewhat it giues me you will bring from thence 
Worthy the noting. Will you vndertake it ? 

Set. With all my heart, my Lord. I am for Bur- 
gundy. 

How, And I am for the CoJiJiahle of M'ance. 

Exeunt. 

King. Make fpeede againe. What newes ? 

Mef, The King of France, my lord, attended 
roially, 

Is marching hitherward to meet your grace. 

King. He fhall be welcome. Hafl thou drawne 
the articles ? 

Mef. Yes, my dread Soueraigne. 

King. Go, call foorth our traine, 

We may receiue him with like maieilie. 



io8 The fecond part of 

Enter certaine Noble^nen and Soldiers^ with drummes. 
They march about the Page. Then enter King 
Lewis and his traine^ and ?neet with King Edward. 
The Kings embrace. 

K Lew. My princely brother, we are grieued 
much 

To thinke you haue been at fo greate a charge, 

And toild your royal feife fo far from home, 

Vpon the vnconllant promife of thofe men 
That doth dilTembie with your Grace and me. 

K. Ed. Brother of France, you might condemne 
vs rightly, 

Not onely of great wrongs and toils fuflaind. 

But of exceeding folly, if, incited, 

We had prefumd to enter thefe dominions 
Vpon no other reafon than the word 
And weak affiftance of the Earle S. Panic 
Or Burgtmdps perfuafion. • Tis our right 
That wings the body of compofed warre ; 

And though w'e lillend to their flatteries, 

Yet fo we fhapd the courfe of our affaires, 

As of ourfelues we might be able found, 

Without the trufling to a broken flaffe. 

K. Lem. I knowe your maieflie had more difcre- 
tion \ 

But this is not the occafion of our meeting. 

If you be pleafd to entertain a peace, 

My kingly brother, in the fight of thefe, 

And of the ail-difcouering eye of Heauen, 

Let vs imbrace ; for as my life, I fweare 
I tender Englarid and your happinefle. 

K. Ed. The like do I by you and warlike France. 
But princely brother ere this knot be knit, 

There are fome few conditions to be fignde. 

That done I am as ready as yourfelf. 

K. Lew. Faire brother, let vs hear them what they 
be. 

K. Ed. Herauld, repeate the articles. 
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Her, Firfl it is coiienanted that Lewis King of 
France,^ according to the cuflom of his predeceffors, 
lhall do homage to King Edward, King of England^ 
as his Soueraign and true heire to all the dominions 
of France, 

Bout, How as Ms Soueraign % That were to de- 
pofe 

And quite bereaue him of his diadem. 

Will kingly Lewis floope to fuch a vaffallage ? 

K. Ed, Bourbon,, and if he will not, let him 
chufe. 

IC Lew, Brother, haue patience, Bourbon,, feale 
your lips 3 

And interrupt not thefe high confequents. 

Forward, herauld, what is elfe demanded ? 

Her, Secondly, it is couenanted that Lewis, King 
of France, fhall pay vnto Edward, King of England, 
immediately upon the agreement betwixt their maief- 
ties, feuenty-fiue thoufand crowns of the fun, toward 
the charge King Edward hath been at fmce his arri- 
ual in thefe parts of France, 

Bour, Mort Dieu / hele neither leaue him crowne 
nor coine. 

K. Lew, Bourbon I fay be filent, Herauld, reade 
on. 

Her, Thirdly and laflly it is couenanted that, ouer 
and befides thefe feuenty-fiue thoufand crownes of the 
fun now prefently to be paid, Lewis, King of France, 
fhall yearely heereafter, during the life of Edward, 
King of Englafid, pay fifty thoufand crownes more, 
without fraud or guile, to be tendered at his maieflys 
caille, commonly called the Towre of London, 

Bour, Nay, bind him that he bring his lordfhip a 
couple of capons, too, euery year befide. Here is a 
peace, indeed, far worfe then warre. 

K, Ed, Brother of France, are you refolud to do, 
According as you heare the couenants drawne 1 

K, Lew, Brother of England, mount your roial 
throne, 
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For fubiecls weale and glory of my God, 

And to deale iuftly with the world befide, 

Knowing your title to be lineall 

From the great Edward of that name the Thirds 

Your predeceffor, thus I do refigne, 

Giuing my crowne and fcepter to your hand, 

As an obedient liegeman to your Grace. 

K. Ed. The fame do I deliuer backe, againe 
With as large interefl as you had before. 

Now for the. other couenants. 

K. Lew. Thofe, my Lord, 

Shall likewife be performd with expedition ; 

And euer after, as you haue prefcribd, 

The yearly penfion fhall be truely paid. 

Her. Swear on this book, King Lewis^ fo helpe 
you God, 

You meane no otherwife then you haue faid. 

K. Lew. So helpe me God, as I diffemble not. 

K. Ed. And fo help he me, as I intend to keepe 
Vnfeigned league and truce with noble Fra7ice. 

And, kingly brother, now to confumraate 
This happy day, feafl in our royall tent. 

Englilh and French are one. So it is meant Exeunt. 

Enter at one doore. Burgundy, chafing^ with him Sellin- 
ger, difguifed like a Souldier : at another^ the 
ConJiaUe f France^ with him Howard, in the like 
difguife. 

Bur. A peace concluded, faifl thou ? ifl not fo ? 
Sel. My lord, I do affure you, it is fo. 

Con. And thou affirmfl the like ; fay, doll thou 
not*! 

How. I doe, my Lord, and that for certainty. 

Bur. I haue found it now, the villaine Conflable 
Hath fecretly with Edward thus compadl, 

To joine our King and him in amity, 

And thereby doubtleffe got into his hands 
Such lands and Dukedoms as I aimed at, 
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And leaues me difappointed in my hope. 

A plague vpon fuch crafty cofening afide. 

Now ihail I be a mark for them to aim at, 

And that vile flaue to triumph at my foil. 

Con. Tis fo ; for it can be no otherwife. 

Burgundy hath been priuy to this plot ; 

Confpird with Lewis and the Englifh King, 

To faue his owne flake, and aflure himfelf 
Of all thofe feigneuries I hoped for ; 

And thereupon this dole peace is contriued 
Now mull the Conflable be as a butte 
For all their bullets to be leuelld at. 

Hell and hot vengeance light on Burgundy 
For this his fubtile fecret villany. 

Bur. Well, fellow, for thy pains, take that. 

Leaue me alone ; for I am much difpleafed. to Sel. 
Con. And get thee gone, my friend. There's for 
thy pains. 

So leaue me to myfelf. to How. 

SeL Fare ye well, fir ! I hope I haue pepperd ye. 
How. And fo I thinke haue I my Conflable. 

Exeunt Sel. and How. 

Bur. Now,‘ Conflable this peace, this peace j 
What think ye of it, man ? 

Con. Nay, rather what thinks Burgundy % 

Cur. I thinke he that did contriue the fame 
Was little leffe than a difierabling viilaine. 

Con. Dog, bite thyfelf, come on, come on, 

Haue not you play'd John for the King, 

To faue yourfelf, hr? 

Bur. I, art thou good at that % 

Adieu, fir I may chance to hit you pat. Exit. 

Con. You may, fir : I perhaps may be before ye, 
And for this cunning through the nofe to bore ye. 

Exeunt. 

Enter King Edward, King Lewis, Howard, Sellinger, 
aiid their traine. 

K Ed. So, Seliinger we then perceiue by thee 
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The Duke is paffing angry at our league 1 
SeL I, my dread Lord 1 beyond comparifon. 

Like a mad dogge, fnatching at euery one 
That paffeth by : fhall I but (how you how, 

And a6l the manner of his tragicke fury 1 
K- Ed. No, flay awhile. Metliought I heard thee 
fay 

They meant to greet vs by their meflengers. 

SeL They did my Lord. 

K. Ed. What, and the Conllable too ^ 

Hoiv. My foueraign, yes. 

K. Ed. But how tooke he the newes 
How. Taith, euen as difcontented as might be ; 
But, being a more deep melancholifle, 

And fullener of temper then the Duke, 

He chawes his malice, fumes and frothes at mouth, 
Vttering but little more then what we gather 
By his diflurbed looks and riuelld front ; 

Sauing that now and then his boiling paffion, 

Damnd vp as in a furnace, finding vent, 

Breaks through his feuerd lips into fhort puffs, 

And then he mumbles forth a word or two, 

As doth a toothleffe monke when hees at mattens. 

K. Ed. Oh, it was fport alone to note their car- 
riage. 

Se!. Sport, my Lord ? will you but heare me 
fpeake, 

And if I do not w’^earie you with laughter, 

Mere trufl Tom Sellinger more vpon his word. 

Sound a trumpet. 

K. Ed. I pray thee, peace : by this it fhould 
appeare 

One of their meffengers is come. Go fee. 

Vpon my life, we fhall haue fome devife 
Of new diffimulation. How now, Tom ^ 

SeL Tis as your highneffe did fuppofe, my Lord. 
Here is a meffenger from Burgundy. 

K. Ed. Excellent good, admit him prefently : 

And, brother of Erame^ let me intreat your grace 
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To fland afide a little in my tent, 

Leall, finding vs together, he refraine 
To tell the meffage he is fent about ; 

So fure I am perfuaded we fhali find 
Some notable piece of knauerie fet afoote. 

K, Lew, With all my hart. Vrge him fpeak loud 
inough, 

That I, my Lord, may \mderfland him too. Exit. 
Enter the Lord of Conte. 

K, Ed, Fear not. I haue the method in my 
mind. 

What, is it you, my lord of Conte % Welcome, 

How doth the valiant Duke t in health, I hope ? 

Con, In health, my lord, of body, though in 
mind 

Somewhat diflemper’d, that your grace hath joind 
In league with his profefied enemie. 

E, Ed, How fay you that, my lord? pray you 
fpeake out ; 

For I, of late, by reafon of a cold, 

Am fomewhat thicke of hearing. 

Con. Thus, my Lord. 

Your grace demanded if the Duke were well 
I anfwer you, he is in health of body, 

Though inwardly, in mind, fomewhat perpiext 
That you, without his knowledge, haue tane truce 
With child ifh Lewis, hartlefs King of France. 

K, Ed, With wiiom, I pray ye? A little louder, 
fir. 

Conte, With childifh Lewis, that heartlefs king of 
Fra?ice, 

K. Ed, I now do vnderfland you. Is it that 
He takes vnkindly ? Why, if hee had come 
With his expedled forces, as he promill, 

I had been Hill uncapable of peace ; 

But he deceiuing me, the fault was his. 

Con, No, my good lord, the fault was not in him, 

But in that lewd pernicious counterfeit, 
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That crafty foxe, the Conflable of France, 

Who counfeld him to keepe him at his fiege^ 

Saying it would be more diilionorabie 
To rife from thence, then any way profitable 
To meet your maiellie. Befide my lord, 

It hath been proued fmcehow much the Conflable 
Hates your proceedings, by that wilful! fhot 
W’as made againfl you from S. Qumflns walls, 

Which though he feemd to colour with faire fpeech, 
The truth is, they did leuel at yourfelfe, 

And giieued when they heard you were not flaine. 

X. Ed. May I be bold to credit your report ? 
Conte, The Duke, vpon his honour, bade me fay 
That it was true ; and therewithal!, quoth he, 

Tell noble Edward, if he will recant, 

And fall from Lewis againe, knowing it is 
il^Iore for his dignity to be foie King, 

And conquer France, as did his anceflors, 

Then take a fee, and fo be fatisfied, ^ 

That I am ready with twelue thoufand foldiers. 

All well appointed, and not only will 
Deliuer him the Conflable of France, 

That he may punifh him as hee fees good, 

But feat him in the throne imperial, 

Which now another bafeiy doth vfurpe. 

K, Ed, Speake that againe : I heard not your lafl 
words. 

Conte, But feat you in the throne imperial, 

■Which now another bafeiy doth vfurpe. 

K, Ed. I thank his honour for his good regard. 
Pleafeth you flay till we haue paus’d vpon it, 

And you fhall haue our anfwer to the Duke. 

Tom Sellinger, receiue him to your tent, 

And let him tafle a cup of Orleance wine. 

Now, my kingly brother, haue you heard this news? 

K, Lew, So plaineiy, my lord, that I fcarce held 
myfelf 

From flepping forth, hearing my royal name 
So much profande and flubberd as it was ; 
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But I do weigh the perfon like himfelfe. 

From whence it came, a fly diffembler ; 

And, fpight my anger, I was forfl fometime 
To fmile, to thinke the Duke doth hang his friend, 
Behind his backe, whom to his face he fmothes. 

K, Ed. But we lhall baue farre better fport anon. 
Howard tells me that another melTenger 
Is come in pofl hade from the Conflabie ; 

As you haue begun, with patience heare the reft. 

K. Lew. No more adoe. He to my place again. 
Remember that you flil be deafe, my lord. 

K. Ed. I warrant you. Howard, cal in the mef- 
fenger. 

E^iter the Meffenger from the Conjlahle. 

Mes. Health to the vidlorious King of England 
AT. Ed. Tell him he mufl flraine out his voice 
aloud ; 

For I am fomewhat deafe, and cannot heare. 

Horn. His maieflie requefls you to fpeake out, 
Becaufe his hearing is of late decaide. 

Jkles. The worthy Earle S. Paul. 

K. Ed. Come neere mee. 

Mes. The worthy Earle S. Paul greets noble 
Edward, 

And giues your grace to vnderfland by me. 

That whereas Charles, that painted fepulchre, 

And moil difloyall Duke of Burgundy, 

Hath but ufurpt the habit of a friend, 

Being in heart your deadly enemy, 

As well appeares in his falfe breach of proniife, 

And that whereas he neuer meant himfelfe, 

To fend you aide, but likewife was the meanes 
To hinder my lords well affedled duty, 

Alleadging, you defirde his company 
But that you might betraie him to the King. 

Befide, whereas it will be prouM, my lord, 

That he did hire, the gunner of S. Qumtlns, 



1 16 The fecond fart of 

For a large fum of money, to difcharge 
Three feueral pieces of great ordenance, 

Vpon your coming to that curfed town, 

To flay your maiellie : in which regard, 

If it will pleafe you to reiioke from France^ 

And think of Burgimdy as he deferues, 

The Duke with expedition bad me fay 
That he would put the Earle into your hands, 

Whereby you might reuenge his treacherous purpofe, 
And aide you, too, with twife hue thoufand men, 

And feat you like a conquerour in France, 

K, Ed, Can it feeme poffible that two fuch 
friends, 

So firmly knit together as they were, 

Should on a fuddaine now be fuch great foes 
Mes. The Earle, my lord, could neuer abide the 
Duke, 

Since his lafl treafon agstinfl your facred perfon, 

Before S. Qiimtms came to open light. 

K Ed. Was that the caufe of their diffention, 
then? 

Mef, It was, my lord. 

K. Ed. Weil, I will think vpont, 

And you lhall haue our anfwere by and by, 

Cofin Howard^ take him afide ; 

But let him be kept from the others fight 
How. Sir,, will you walk in? my lord will take 
aduice, 

And fo defpatch you backe againe vnto the Earle. 

K. Lew. Here's vying of viliany, who fiiaii haue 
ail, 

Fraud -with deceit, deceit with fraud outfacde, 

I would the diuel were there to cry fwoop-flake. 

But how intends your grace to deale with them ? 

K. Ed. Faith in their kind. I am the fleele you 
fee, 

Againil the which their enuy being flrooke, 

The fparkles of hipocrifie fly forth. 

Twere not amiffe to quench them in their blood. 
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Enter a?ioiher Mejfenqer to the Kmg of France, with 
letters. 

Mef. My lord, here’s letters to your maieflie ; 

One from the Duke of Burgundy^ the other 
From the Conflable. 

K. Lew. More villany 1 a thoufand crowns to 
nothing I 

K. Ed. Can there be more than is already 
broacht, 

Methinks they haue already done fo well, 

As this may feme to bring them both to hell. 

K. Lew. No, no ; they are indifferently well 
loden \ 

But yet their fraughts not full. See other ware, 

Other prouifion to prepare their way. 

The very fame, my lord, which they pretend, 

In lone to you, againfl my life and crown, 

The fame they vndertake to do for me 
Againfl your fafety ; vrging, if I pleafe, 

That they will ioin their forces both with mine, 

And in your back return to Calicey cut the throats 
Of you and all your foldiers. 

K. Ed. Oh damnable 1 
But that I fee it figurde in thefe lines, 

I would haue fworne there had been nothing 
left 

For their pernitious braine to worke vpon. 

K. Lew. A traitors like a bold-facde hipo-' 
crite, 

That neuer will be brought vnto a non-plus, 

So long as he hath liberty to fpeake. 

K. Ed. The way to cure them is to cut them 
off. 

Call forth their meffengers once more to vs. 

How. Both of them, ray lord ? 

K. Ed. Yes, both together. 

Wele fee if they haue grace to blufli or no, 

At that their mafters fliame now to attempt 
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Efiter loth the Meffe?igers. 

Conte, What, is his maiefly of France fo neere 1 
And IMonfier Roffe,, the Earles fecretary ? 

I feare fome hurt depends vpon his prefence. 

Mef, How comes it that I fee the French King 
here % 

Ay, and the Lord of Conte, too, methinks. 

Pray God our raeffage be not made a fcorne. 

K, Ed, You told me that you came from Earle 
S. Paid ? 

Mef, I did, my lord ; and therein fabled not. 

K, Ed. You told me, too, of many kind in- 
deauours 

Which he intended for our benefite % 

Mef No more then he is willing to perform. 

K, Ed. Know you his handwriting, if you feet. 
Mef I doe, my lord. 

K, Ed, Is this his hand or no % 

Mef I cannot fay but that it is his hand. 

AT. Ed. How comes it then that vnderneath his 
hand 

My death is fought, when you, that are his mouth, 
''fune to our ears a quite contrary tale ? 

The like read you decipherd in this paper 
Concerning treacherous, wauering Burgimdy : 

Ynleffe you grant they can diuide themfelues, 

And of two fhapes become foure fub (lances. 

How is it I fhould haue their knightly aide, 

And yet by them be vtterly deflroide ? 

K, Lcta, And I to be protedfed by their meanes, 
And yet they (Irall confpire againfl my life ? 

K, Ed. What call you this but vile hipocrify % 

K. Lew, Nay pefant-like, vnheard-of treachery. 
Conte, My lord, vpbraid not me with this 
offence : 

I do protefl I knew of no fuch letters, 

Nor any other intention of the Duke, 

More then before was vtterd in my meffage. 
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Sel Will you be halting too before a creeple ? 

Do you not remember what they were, 

That firfl did certify the Duke of truce 
Betwixt the renowned Edward and the French ? 

Conte, Yes, they were two foldiers ; what of 
that ? 

SeL Thofe foldiers were this gentleman and 1, 
Where we did hear the foul-mouth d Duke exclaim 
Againfl our noble Soueraign and this prince, 

And roarde and hello wd like a parifh-bull, 

And that in hearing both of you and him. 

His words lo pleafe my lord I can repeat, 

As he did fpeake them at the very time. 

AT. Ed. Well, they are meffengers ; and, for that 
caufe, 

We are content to bear wnth their amiffe ; 

But keepe them fafe, and let them not returne, 

To carry tales vnto thofe counterfeits, 

Vntii you haue them both as fall infnarde : 

To compaffe which the better, brother of France^ 

Fiue thoufand of our foldiers here we leaue, 

To be imploide in feruice to that end. 

The reft with vs to England fhail return. Exit, 

Enter Chorus. 

Cho. King Edward is returned home to Eng- 
iafid^ 

And Lewis, King of France, foon afterward 
Surprized both his fubtil enemies, 

Rewarding them with traiterous recompence. 

Now do ’we draw the curtain of our Scene, 

To fpeake of Shore and his faire wife againe, 

With other matters thereupon depending. 

You inufl imagine fmce you faw him laR 
Preparde for trauaile, he hath been abroade, 

And feene the fundry fafhions of the world, 

F/j/JTes-like, his countries loue at length, 

Hoping his wiues death, and to fee his friends, 
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Such as did forrow for his great mifliapSj 
Come home is hee ; but fo vnluckily. 

As he is like to loofe his life thereby. 

His and her fortunes ihail we now purfiie, 

Gracde with your gentle fufferance and view. Exit. 

Enter mifiris Shore with Jocky her Man, and feme 
Attendants more^ and is met by Sir Robert 
Brackenburie. 

^ane. Haue ye beflowd our fmall beneuo- 
lence 

On the poore prifoners in the common gaol 
Of the White Lion and the Kings Bench 1 
yocky. Yes, forfooth % 
yane. What prifons this 1 
yocky. The Marihalfea, forfooth ! 

Enter Sir Robert Brackenbury. 

Bra. Well met, faire lady in the happiefl time 
And choifefl place that my defire could wifli. 

Without offence, where haue ye beene this way I 
yane. To take the aire here, in Saint Georges 
field, 

Sir Robert Brachefihury, and to vifit fome 
Poore patients that cannot vifit me. 

Bra^ Are you a phyfition % 
yam. I, a fimple one. 

Bra. What difeafe cure yee ? 
yane. Faith, none perfectly. 

‘ My phyficke doth but mitigate the paine 
A little while, and then it comes againe. 

Bra. Sweet mifiris Shore, I vnderfland ye not. 
yane, Maifler Lieutenant, I belieue you well. 
yocky. Gude faith, Sir Robert Brobenhelly, may 
maiflrefs fpeaks deftly and truly ; for Ore hes been til! 
fee thofe that cannot come till fee her ; and theyes 
peatients perforce. The prifoners, man, in the twea 
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prifons. And fhe lies gynne tham her filler and her 
geer till bay them fude. 

Bra, Gramercies, J^ocky, thou refolufl my doubt. 
A comfort-niiniflering, kind phyfition, 

That once a week in her owne perfon vifits 
The prifoners and the poore in hofpitals, 

In London or neere London euery way ; 

Whofe purfe is open to the hungry foule ; 

Whofe piteous heart fanes many a tall mans life. 
ya?ie. Peace, good Sir Robert^ tis not worthy 
praife, 

Nor yet worth thanks, that is of duty done. 

For you know well, the world doth know too well, 
That all the coals of my poor charity 
Cannot confume the fcandall of my name. 

What remedy 1 well, tel me, gentle knight, 

What meant your kind falute and gentle fpeech 
At your firft meeting, when you feemde to bleffe 
The time and place of our encounter heere % 

Bra, Lady, there lies here prifonde in the Mar- 
Jlialfea, 

A gentleman of good parents and good difcent, 

My deare, neare kinfman, Captaine Harrie Stran- 
guidge,^ 

As tall a skilfull nauigator tride 
As ere fet foote in any Ihip at fea, 

\¥hofe lucke it was to take a prize of France, 

As he from Rocheii was for London bound ; 

For which (except his pardon be obtain’d 
By fome efpeciall favorite of the King) 

He and his crew, a company of proper men. 

Are fure to die, becaufe twas fmce the league. 

^ am. Let me fee him and all his company. 

Bra, Keeper, bring forth the Captain and his 
crew. 

Enter Keeper, Stranguidge, Shore difguifed, and three 
more fettered, 

"f^ochy. Now, fay oth deel, that like bonny men 
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fud be hampert like plu-jades. Waes me for ye, gude 
lads. 

Bra, I, cofm Harry ! this is miflris SJiorc^ 
Peerleffe in court, for beautie, boiintie, pittie ! 

Jane viewes f/iem ail 

And if fhe cannot faue thee, thou mull die. 

Stran, Will fhe, if fhe can ? 

Bra, I, cofm Stra?tguidge^ I. 

Shore, afide. Oh, torment worfe than death, to fee 
her face, 

That caufd her fhame and my vnjull difgrace ! 

O, that our mutual eyes were bafiliske 
To kill each other at this enterview. 

Bra, How like ye him, lady h you haue viewed 
him well. 

ya7ie, I pity him, and that fame proper man 
That tumes his backe, afhamd of this dihreffe. 

Shore, Alham'd of thee, caufe of my heauineffe. 
fane. And all the refl. Oh were the King re- 
turn'd, 

There might be hope ; but, ere his comming home, 
They may be tried, condemnd, and judgd, and dead. 
Shore, I am condemn’d by fentence of defame, 

afide, 

O, were I dead, I might not fee my fliame ! 

Bra, Your credit, lady, may prolong their trial!. 
What judge is he that will giue you denial! ? 

fane. He rack my credit, and will lanch my 
crownes, 

To faue their Hues, if they haue done no murther. 
Shore, Oh, thou hafl crack’d thy credit with a 
crowne, 

And murderd me, poore Matthew Shore ^ aliue ! afide. 
Sir an, Faire lady, we did died no drop of bloud, 
Nor call one Frenchman ouerbord, and yet, 

Becaufe the league was made before the fa($l, 

Which we poor feamen God knows neuer heard, 

We doubt our Hues \ yea, though we fliould rellore 
Treble the value that we tooke and more. 
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Twas lawfull prize when I put out to fea. 

And warranted in my commiffion. 

The kings are fmce combind in amity 

(Long may it lafl) and I vnwittingly 

Haue tooke a Frenchman fmce the truce was tane, 

And if I die, via^ one day I muft. 

And God will pardon all my fins, I tmfl. 

My grief will be for thefe poore harmlefle men, 

Who thought my warrant might fuborn the deed ; 
Chiefly that gentleman that flands fadiy there, 

Who (on my loule) was but a paffenger. 

J^ane, Well, Captain Stranguid^e, were the king at 
home, 

I could fay more. 

Sir an. Lady, hees come afhore. 

Lafl night at Dozier, my boy came from thence, 

And faw his highneffe land. 

J^me. Then courage firs 
He vfe my fairefl meanes to faue your Hues. 

In the meane feafon, fpend that for my fake. 

cajis her purfe. 

Enter Lord Marqneffe Dorfet, and claps her 07 i the 
fhoulder. 

Mar, By your leaue, miflris Shore, I haue taken 
paines 

To find you out. Come, you mufl go with me. 
y^mie. Whither, my lord 'I 
Mar, Vnto the Queene, ray mother. 
y^ane. Good my lord Marquejje Dorfet, wrong me 
not. 

Mar, I cannot wrong thee, as thou wrongfl my 
mother, 

He bring thee to her. Let her vfe her pieafure. 
y^ane, Againft my will I wrong her good my 
ford, 

Yet am afliamd to fee her maiefly. 

Sweet lord, excufe me. Say ye faw me not 
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Mar. Shall I delude my mother for a whore ? 

No, miflrefs Shore ^ ye muft go to the Queen e. 

yafie. Mufl I, my lord ? what will fhe do to me 1 
Vfe violence on me, now the Kings away? 

Alas, my lord, behold this fhowr of tears, 

Wliich kinde King Edward would corapaffionate. 
Bring me not to her ; fhe will flit my nofe, 

Or mark my face, or fpurn me vnto death. 

Look on me lord I Can you find in your heart 
To haue me fpoil’d that neuer thought you harme ? 
Oh, rather with your rapier run me through, 

Then carry me to the difpleafed Queene. 

Shore. Oh, hadfl thou neuer broke thy vow to 
me, 

From feare and wrong had I defended thee. 

Mar. I am inexorable. Therefore arife, 

And go with me. What rafcall crue is this ? 

Miflris Shores futors ? fuch flaues make her proud. 
What, Sir Eobert Brackenbury ! you a Shoriji too ? 

Bra. No Shoriji^ but to faue my cofins life. 

Mar. Then He be hangd if he efcape, for this j 
The rather for your meanes to miflris Shore. 

My mother can do nothing : this whore all. 

Come away, minion you Ihall prate no more. 
yane. Pray for me, friends j and I will pray for 
you. 

God fend you better hap then I expedl ; 

Go to my lodging, you}’; and, if I perifh, 

Take what is there in lieu of your true feruice. 

yoch. Na ! a maye fale ayfe nere forfake my gude 
maiflrefs, till aye ha feen tha worfl that fpight can du 
her. 

Exeunt Ma7^queffe a7id Jane, and theirs. 
Shore. For all the wrong that thou hall done to 
me, 

They fhould not hurt thee yet if I were free. 

Bra. See, coufm Strangiddge^ how the cafe is 
changed, 

She that could help thee cannot help herfelfe. 
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Stran. What remedy 1 the God of heaueix helps 
all. 

What fay ye mates ? our hope of life is dafht. 

Now none but God, lets put our trull in him. 

And euery man repent him of his fmne, 

And as together we haue liude like men, 

So like tali men together let die. 

The bell is, if we dye for this offence, 

Our ignorance (hall plead our innocence. 

Keeper. Your meat is ready, Captain ; you mufl 
in. 

Stran. Mufl I ? I will. Cohn, what will you 
do? ■ 

Bra. Yifit you foone ; but now I will to Court, 

To fee what fhall become of miftris Shore. 

Stra7i. God fpeede ye well 

Keeper. Come, fir, will you goe in % 

Shore. He eate no meat Giue me leaue to walk 
here. 


Exeunt omnes prosier Shore. 
Am I not left alone ? No ; millions 
Of miferies attend me euery where : 

Ah, Matthew Shore, how doth all-feeing Heauen 
PuniCh fome finne from thy blind confcience hid 1 
Indidling paine where all thy pieafure was ; 

And by my wife came all thefe woes to paffe. 

She falfde her faith, and brake her wedlocks band : 
Her honour falin, how could my credit ftand ? 

Yet will not I, poore ya^ie, on thee exclaim. 

Though guilty thou, I guiltleffe fuffer fhame. 

■I left this land, too little for my griefe ; 

Returning, am accounted as a theefe, ' 

Who in that fhip came for a paffenger 
To fee my friends, hoping the death of her ; 

At fight of whom fome fparks of former loue 
(Hid in affedlions afhes) pity mooue, 

Kindling compaffioii in my broken heart, 

That bleeds to thinke on her infiiing fmart. 
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fee weake womens imperfedlions, 

That leaue their husbands fafe prote(5lians, 

Hazarding all on Grangers flatteries, 

Whofe lull allaid, leaues them to miferies. 

See what difhonour breach of wedlock brings, 

TOiich is not fafe, euen in the arms of kings. 

Thus do I Jane lament^ thy prefen t ilate, 

Wifhing my teares thy torments might abate. Exit, 

Enter the Qiieetie^ Marqiieffe Dorfet leading mijlris 
Shore, who fals downe on her knees before the 
Qtieene fearefull and weejnng. 

Queen. Now as I am a queene, a goodly creature, 
Son, how was fliee attended, where you found her % 
Mar. Madame I found her at the Mardialfea, 
Going to vifit the poore prifoners. 

As fhe came by, hauing been to take the aire ; 

And there the keeper told me fhe oft deales 
Such bounteous almes as feldom hath been feene. 
Qiieen. Now, before God 1 fhe would make a gal- 
lant Queene. 

But, good fon Dorfet.^ Hand afide awhile. 

God faue yoiu: Majefly, my Lady Shore. 

My Lady Shore^ faid I ? Oh blafphemy, 

To wrong your title with a ladies name 1 
Queene Shore., nay rather Empreffe Shore 1 
God faue your grace, your maiefly, your highnes 
Lord I w'ant titles you mull pardon me ? 

What] you kneel there? King Edwards bed- 
fellow, 

And I, your fubiedl, fit ? fle, fie for lhame. 

Come take your place ; and ile kneel where you do. 

I may take your place : you may take mine. 

Good lord, that you will fo debafe yourfelf 1 
I am fure, you are our filler queene at leall ; 

Nay, that you are. Then let vs fit together. 
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Jane. Great queen e yet lieare me, if my fmne 
committed 

Haue not ftopt vp all paflage to yotrr mercie. 

To tell the wrongs that I haue done your highnes, 
Might make reueiige exceed extremity. 

Oh, had I words or tongue to vtter it, 

To plead my womans weakneffe, and his flrength. 
That was the onely worker oT my fall, 

Euen Innocence herfelfe %vould blufh for lhame, 

Once to be namde or fpoken of in this. 

Let them expect for mercy whofe offence 
May but be called fmne. Oh mine is more. 

Proflrate as earth before your highneffe feete, 

Inflict what torments you Ihali thinke mofl meete. 
Mar. Spurn the whore, (mother) teare thofe entic- 
ing eies, 

That robd you of King Edwards dearell loue. 

Mangle thofe locks, the baits to his defires, 

Let me come to her : you but fland and talke, 

As if reuenge confifted but in words. 

Queen, Son ! fland aloofe^ and do not trouble 
me. 

Alas, poorfoule as much adoe haue I Afide. 

To forbeare teares to keepe her company. 

Yet once more will I to my former humor. 

Why, as I am, thinke that thou wert a queen ; 

And I as thou fliould wrong thy princely bed, 

And win the King thy husband, as thou mine ? 

Would it not fling thy foule % Or if that I, 

Being a queene, while thou didft loue thy husband, 
Should but haue done as thou haft done to me, 

Would it not grieue thee? Yes, I warrant thee. 

Ther’s not the meanefl woman that doth Hue, 

But if fhe like and loue her husband well, 

She had rather feele his wame limmes in her bed 
Then fee him in the armes of any queene. 

You are fiefh and blood as we, and we as you, 

And all alike in our affedlions, 

Though maiefly makes vs the more ambitious. 
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What tis to fall into fo great a hand, 

Knowledge might teach thee. There was once a 
king, 

Henry the Second, who did keep his lemman 
Cag’d vp at Woodjiocke in a labyrinth : 

His queen yet got a tricke to finde her out ; 

And how Ihe vfde her, I am fure thou hail heard. 
Thou art not mewde vp in fome fecret place ; 

But kept in court here vnderneath my nofe. 

Now, in the abfence of my lord the King, 

Haue I not time moll fitting for reuenge ? 

Faire Rofamo7id^ fhe a pure virgin was, 

Vntill the king feduc d her to his will 

She wrongd but one bed ; only the angry, Queens ; 

But thou haft wronged two; mine and thy hus- 
bands. 

Be thine own iudge, and now in iuflice fee 
What due reuenge I ought to take on thee. 

yane. Eun what you will (great queen e) here do 
I lie, 

Humble and proflrate at your highneffe feete ; 

Inflidl on me what may reuenge your wrong : 

Was neuer lambe abode more patiently 
Then I will do. Call all your griefes to minde ; 

And do euen what you will, or how likes you, 

I will not ftirre I will not fhrike or cry, 

Be it torture, poifon, any punifliment, 

Was neuer done or turtle more fubmifs, 

Then I will be vnto your chaflifement. ' 

Mar, Fetcht I her for this % mother, let me come 
to her; 

And what compafTipn will not fuffer you 
To do to her, referre the fame to me* 

Queen, Touch her not fon, vpon thy life I charge 
thee ! 

But keepe of Hill, if thou wilt haue my loue. 

Exit Marquis, 

I am glad to heare ye are fo well refolude, 

To beare the burthen of my lull difpleafure. 
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She drawee forth a hiife^ mid making as though fhe 
meant to ffoile her face, mins to her, and falling on 
her knees, embraces and kiffes her, cafting away the 
knife. 

Thus, then, He do, Alas, poor foul 1 

Shall I weep with thee '? in faith, poor heart, I will 

Be of good comfort : thou fhalt haue no harm ; 

But if that kiffes haue the power to kill thee, 

Thus, thus, and thus, a thoufand times He flab 
thee. 

fane, I forgiue thee. What fort is fo flrong, 

But, with befieging, he will batter it h 
Weep not (fweet J^ane) alas, I know thy fex, 

Toucht with the felf-fame weaknes that thou art : 

And if my flate had beene as meane as thine, 

And fuch a beauty to allure his eye 

(Though I may promife much to mine owne Hrength), 

What might haue hapt to mee I cannot tell. 

Nay feare not ; for I fpeak it with my heart, 

And in thy forrow truly beare a part. 

fane. Mofl high and mighty Queene, may I be- 
lieue 

There can be found fuch mercy in a woman % 

And in a queene, more then in a wife, 

So deeply wroiigd as I haue wronged you ? 

In this bright chriflal mirror of your mercy, 

I fee the greatneffe of my fume the more, 

And makes my fault more odious in mine eyes. 

Your princely pity now doth wound me more 
Than all your threatnings euer did before. 

Queen. Rife, my fweet fane I fay thou lhalt not 
kneele 

Oh God forbid that Edwards queene fliould hate 
Her, whom (he knowes he doth fo dearely loue. 

My loue to her, may purchafe me his ioue. 
fane, fpeak well vnto the King of me and mine ; 
Reinember not my fons ore-hafly fpeech ; 

Thou art my fiiler, and I loue thee fo. 
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I know thou inaiell do much with my deare lord. 
Speak well of vs to him in any cafe, 

And I and mine will loue and cherifh thee. 

Jafie. All I can do is all too little too. 

But to requite the leall part of this grace. 

The dearefl thoughts that harbour in this brefl 
Shall in your feruice onely be expreft. 

Enter King Edward afigerly^ Ms Lords following, and 
Sir Robert Brackenburie. 

Xmg. What, is my Jme with her ? It is to true. 
See where fhe hath her downe vpon her knees 1 
Why, how now Beffel what, will you wrong my 
jdanel 

Come hither, love ! what hath fhe done to thee ? 

Jane fah on her knees to the King, 
yam. Ob, royal! Edward I loue, loue thy beaute- 
ous Queen 

The onely perfedl mirrour of her kind, 

For all the choifell vertues can be named 1 
Oh, let not my bewitching lookes withdraw 
Your deare afFedlions from your dearer queene I 
But to requite the grace that fhe hath fhowne, 

To me, the worthleffe creature on this earth. 

To banifh me the Court immediately. 

Great King let me but beg one boone of thee, 

That Shores wife ne’er do her more iniury 1 

As Jane kneels on one fide the King,fo the 
Queene fiefs and kneeles on the other. 
Queen. Nay, then, lie beg againil her, royal Ed- 
ward 

Loue thy yam flili j nay more, if more may be ; 

kiffing her. 

hiiii this is all the harm that at my hands 
She fliall indure for it. Oh where my Edward 
loues, 

It ill befeemes his Queene to grudge thereat. 
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Kmg, Say’ll thou me fo, BeJ)e\ on my kingly 
word, 

Edward will honour thee in heart for this. 

But, trull me, I gi*eatly was afraid 
I Ihould not finde ye in fo good a tune. 

How now, what would our Conflable of the Temper % 
Bra. The Queen and mifirefs Shore do know my 
fuit. 

Quee/i. It is for Stranguidge and his men at fea. 
Edwaf'd^ needs mull you pardon them. 

Xmg, Haue I not vowd the contrary already ? 
Dilhonour me, when I haue made a league ? 

My w^ord is pafl, and they fhall fuffer death ; 

Or neuer more let me fee France againe. 

Jane. Why, there is one was but a paffenger. 

Shall he die too % 

King. Paffe me no paffage, Jane. 

Were he in company, he dies for company. 

Queen. Good J^ane., intreat for them. 
y^a7ie. , Come Edward, I mufl not take this anfwer. 
Needs mufl I haue fome grace for Strafiguidge. 

Kmg. Why ya^ie, haue I not denide my Queene 1 
Yet what ill, Jafie, I would deny to thee ? 

I prithee, Brackenbury, be not thou difpleafde : 

My word is pafl. Not one of them lhall Hue. 

One, go and fee them forthwith fent to death. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Clarence, GloHer, and Shaw. 

GloJI. I cannot fee this prophecy you fpeake of 
Should any way. fo much difpleafe the King ; 

And yet I promife you good brother Clarence, 

Tis fuch a letter as concerns vs both. 

That G. ihould put away King Edwards children, 
And fit vpon his throne ! that G. Ihould % well. 

Cla. God blefs the King and thofe t^vo fweet young 
princes. 
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Glofi. Amen, good brother Claraicc. 

Shaw. Amen. 

Ghojl And fend thorn all to Hcaucii IhoiHy; i 
])erccch him. 

Cla. The Kings much trobled, in his ficknesu 
with it 

GlojL I promife you he is, and very much. 

Tut, J)oclor Shaw^ who prophcficd that G. 

Should be fo fadly ominous to vs? 

SharuK My lord of Gloflerj I receiued the fame 
From old Frier Anfelme of S. Jhirtholmcws. 

GIojL A great learnd man he was ; and; as 1 haue 
heard, 

Flath ])rophefied of very many things : 

I promife you, it troubles me. 

I hope, in me his propliefy is true. afide. 

Clan And fo it does me, I tell you, brothei 
Glq/Icn 

GIo/L I am fure it does, for, look you, brother 
CIa?'en€e^ 

We know not how his highnes will a])])ly it : 

We are but two, yourfelf my lord, and I. 

Should the yong princes fade which God defeiHl 
Clar. Which God defend 
D. Shaw. ' Which God defend. 

Giq/i. afide. But they Ihould be cut oil Amen, 
amen. 

You brother, firfl, and fiiould your illue faile, 

Poor I am next, the yongell of the throe. 

But how far I am from a thought of that, 
lieau’n witnefs with me that 1 with you dead, apde. 
Cla7\ Brother I durll be fwome. 

Gloft. God bleffe you all 1 
And take you to him, if it be his will I 
Now, brother, this prophefie of G. troubling the 
King, 

He may as well apply it vnto GIope 7 \ 

My dukedoms name, if ho be ieaiious, 
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As vnto George, your name, good brother Clarence. 
God help, God help, i’ faith it troubles me, 

You would not think how : afide that any of you 
line. 

Clar. It cannot chufe : how innocent I am, 

And how vnfpotted are my loyall thoughts 
Vnto his liighnes and thofe fweete yong princes, 

God be my record. 

GioJI. Vdio, you ? I, I durfl anfwer for you, 

That I Ihall cut you off ere it be long. afule. 

But, reuerend dodlor, you can onely tell, 

Being his highnes confeffor, how he takes it 
S/iaia, you know my mind, a viilaine like myfelf. 

afide to ShattK 

Shaw. My lord of Clarence., I mull tell your lord- 
lliip, 

His highnefs is much troubled in his ficknes 
With this fame prophecy of G. Who is this G 1 
Oft-times he will demaimd ; then will he figh, 

And name his brother George, yourfelf, my lord, 

And then he ftrikes his breafl, I promife you. 

This morning, in the extreamed of his fit, 

He lay fo ftill, we all tliought he had llept. 

When fuddcnly, Geo/ge is the G. quoth he, 

And gaiie a groan e, and turnd his face away. 

Clar. God be my witneffe, witneffe with ray 
foule, 

My iuft and vpright thoughts to him and his, 

I (land fo guiltleile and fo innocent, 

As I could wifii my bread to be tranfparent, 

And my thoughts written in great letters there, 

The world might reade the fecrets of my foule. 

GloJl Ah brother Clarence, when you are fuf* 
pedted 

Well, well, it is a wicked world the while : 

But fhal I tell you, brother, in plaine tearms, 

I feare yourfelfe and I haue enemies 
About the King, God pardon them, 
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The world was neuer worfcr to be triifled 
Ah brother Geori^r, where is that lone that was ? 

Ah it is baniiht, brother, from the world. 

Ah, confcience, confcience, and true brotherhood, 

Tis gone, tis gone. Brother, I am your friend, 

I am your loiiing brother, your own felfc, 

And lone you as my foiile ; vfe me in wliat you pleafe, 
And you iliall fee He do a brothers part, 

Send you to Heaiin, I hope, ere it be long : aJMt: 

I am a true-flampt villaine as euer lined. 

C/ar. I know you will Then, brother, I befcecb 
you, 

Plead you mine innocence vnto the Kingv 
And in meane time, to tell my loyalty, 

He keep within my houfe at Bainards Cajth^ 

Vntil I heare how my dread foueraign takes it. 

Gloji. Do fo, good brother. 

Clar. Farewel, good brother Gloflcr. 

Gioji. My teares will fcarcely let me take my 
leaue, 

I loue you fo : farewell, fweet Gm'ge, E:xit Clar, 
So,' is he gone ? now Shaw tis in thy power 
To bind me to thee euerlaflingly, 

And there is not one flep that I diall rife, 

But I will draw thee with me vnto great nehe. 

Thou flialt fit in my bofome as my foule. 

Incenfe the King, now being as thou art, 

So neare about him, and his confeffur, 

I'hat this G. oncly is Georgt\ Duke of Ciarmce, 
Dodtor, thou need’fl not my inflrudlion ; 

Thou haft a fearching brain e, a nimble fpiril, 

Able to mafler any mans affedlions. 

Effedl it, Shatnf, and bring it to pafs once, 

He make thee the greateft Shaw that euer was. 

Shaw, My lord, I am going by cammandement 
Vnto the Mar /half ea^ to Captain Sim/iguidgt\ 

For piracy of late condemnd to die, 

There to confeffe him and his company ; 



King Edward the fourth. 135 

That done. He come with fpeed backe to the 
King, 

And make no doubt but ile effedl the thing. 

Glojl, Farewell, gentle Dodlor. 

Shaw. Farewell, my lord of Glqfler, Exit. 

Gloji. Let me awake my fleeping wits awhile. 

Ha, the marke thou aimft at, Richard., is a crowne, 
And many Hand betwixt thee and the fame. 

What of all that ? Dodlor play thou thy part : 
lie climbe vp by degrees, through many a heart. Exit 

Ejtter Brackenburie %(jifh Vaux the Keeper. 

Bra. Why, mailer Vaux., is there no remedy ? 

But inflanflly they mud be led to death ? 

Can it not be deferrd till afternoon, 

Or but two hours, in hope to get reprie ? 

Keeper. Maifler Lieutenant, tis in vaine to fpeake : 
The Kings incenfd, and will not pardon them. 

The men are patient, and refolude to die ; 

The Captaine and that other gentleman 
Haue cafl the dice w'hether lliall fuffer firfl. 

Bra. Flow fell the lot, to Stranguid^e or to 
him ? 

Keeper. The guiltlcffc paffenger muH foil go toot. 
Bra. They pj''c all guiltleffe from intent of ill 
Keeper. And yet mufl die for doing of the deed. 
Befides, the Duke of Exeter found dead, 

And naked, floating vp and down the fea, 

Twixt Calice and our coafl, is iaide to them, 

That they fliould rob and caifl him ouerboorcl 
Bra. My foule fliall be pawne, they neuer knew 
of it. 

Keeper. Well bring them forth. 

Bra. Stay them yet but an houre. 

Keeper. I dare not doe it, Sir Robert Bracken’* 
bury : 

You are Lieutenant of the Tower yourfelfe, 

And know the peril of protradling time : 
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Morcouer heres thnl pickthank, Do(5lor SJic7fc\ 
The J3iike of Glojlcrs fpaniel, fliriuing them. ‘ 
Come, bring them forth. 

Bra. I’oor Sf'^:yuguidgi^ miifl thou (He “I 


Eyiter one hearing a fduer oare before Straugiudge, 
Shore, and nvo or three mare fimemef and tioa or 
three 7o/th hd/s and a hangman. 

Bra.piL I dare not fay good morrow, but ill day^ 
That Id any Sfrargu/dge is thus cafl away. 

Stran. f^oixl coufin Brackenbmy^ be as well 
content 

To fee me die, as T to fniTer death. 

Be witimfs that 1 die an honeft man, 

Bccaiife my facl jjroucs ill through ignorance ; 

And for the Duke of Exeter his death, 

So {peed my foul as I am innocent. 

Here goes my grief, this guiltlefs gentleman, 

Like pE/ofs flork, that dies for compoaiy, 

And came (God knows) but as a paffenger. 

Ah mailer Find, a thoufand flouds of woe 
Ore-low my foul that thou mul periili fo. 

Shp/^e. Good Caplaine, let no perturbation 
Hinder our paffage to a better world. 

This lail breaths blal will waft our weary fouls 
Oner deaths gulf, to hoauens mol ha]>])y port, 

Tlicre is a little battle to be fought. 

The white the JTangmafi prepares^ Shore at this fpcecli 
mounts vp the ladder. 

Wherein by lot the leading mul be mine. 

Second me, Captainc, and this bitter breakfaft 
Shall bring a fwceter flipper with the Saints. 

Shaw. This Chrilian patience, at the point of 
death, 

Doth argue he hath led no wicked life, 

How euer Heauen hath laide this crofs on him. 

Well, Matthew Find for fo thou calFfl th'yfelb 
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Finifh a good coiirfe as thou hafl begun, 

And dear thy confcience by confeffion. 

What know’ll thou of the Duke of Exeters death ? 

Shore, So God refpe<5l the waygate of my foule, 

As I know nothing. 

Sha 2 £/, Then concerning this 
For which thou diefl, knew Strangtddge of the league 
Betwixt the kings before he took that prize ? 

Shore. No, in my confcience, 

Shaw. Sfra7igiiidge^ wdiat fay you ? 

You fee theres but a turn betwixt your Hues ; 

You mufl be next : confefs, and faue your foule, 
Concerning that wherein I queflion’d him. 

I am your ghoflly father, to abfolue 
You of your fins, if you confefs the truth. 

Strau. True, D. Shaw, and, as I hope for 
heauen, 

In that great day when we fhall ail appeare, 

I neither knew how that good Duke came dead, 

Nor of the league, til I had tane the prize. 

Neither was E/ud (that innocent dying man) 

Euer with me but as a paffenger. 

Ska7u. More happy he. Well, Elud, forgiue the 
world, 

As thou wilt haue forgiueneffe from the heauens. 

Shore. O fo I do, and pray the world forgiue 
What wrong I did whilfl I therein did Hue ; 

And now i pray you turne your paines to them, 

And leaue me priuate for a little fpace 
To meditate vpon my parting hence. 

Shaw. Do, gentle E/ud, and we will pray for 
thee. 

Shore. Pray not for E/ud, but pray for Matthew 
Shore ; 

For Shore couered with the cloak of Elud. 

If I haue finned in changing of my name, 

Forgiue me, God, twas done to hide my lliame. 

And I forgiue the world, King Edward firfl, 

That wrackt my flate, by winning of my wife ; 
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And though he would not pardon trefpaffe fmali 
In ihcfc, in me God knowes no fault at all, 

I pardon him, though guilty of my fall 
Perhaps he would, if he had knownc twas I ' 

But twenty deaths I rather willi to die, 

Than line beholding for one minutes breath 
To him, that lining, wounded me with death. 

Death of my joy, and hell of my defame, 

Which now fliall die vnder this borrow'd name. 
yane, God forgiue thee, euen as I forgiue ; 

And pray thou maifL repent while thou dofl liue. 

I am as glad to leaue this loathed light, 

As to embrace thee on our marriage-night. 

To die vnknown thus is my greatell good, 

That Matthew Shores not hanged, but Alaithew 
Flotid) 

For flouds of woe haue wadid away the Ihore 
That neuer wife no kin fliall looke on more. 

Now, when you will, I am prepard to go. 

Filter Jocky rimiiin^ and crying, 

J^ocky, Plaud, hand ! fay for fiiced 1 vntaye, vn- 
truffe, pull downe, pull offl God fcauc the King! 
off with the belters 1 hence with the prifoners ! a par- 
don, a pardon 1 

Bra, Good news, vnlookt for! Welcome, gen- 
tle friend, 

Who brings the pardon % 

J^ocky. Stay, iirfl let ma blaw I my maiflrefs, maif- 
trefs Shore,, fliee brings tha jiardon, tha Kings par- 
donne : Off with thofe bands 1 beftow them o' tha 
hangman ! May maiflrefs made me run the nearefl 
way ore tha fields. She raids a pace the hce way. 
She’s at hand bay this. Sirrah, ye that preac'h, come 
down. Let Doctor Shaw ha your place ; hees tha 
better fcholar. Maiflrefs Shore brings a new leffon 
for you* 

Shore, 0 I had read my laiefl leffon well, 
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Had he been ready to haue faid Amen. 

pomt to the hangman. 
Now Hiall I Hue to fee my fliame agen. 

Shoare comes down, 
Ohj had I dide vnwitting to my wdfe, 

Rather than fee her, though fire bring me life. 

Jane, in hajte.^ m her riding-cloak and fane-guard^ 
with a pardon in her ha?id, 

yaiie. Alas I fee that eu'n my fmallefl flay 
Had iofl my labour, and cafl them away, 

God knows, I hafled all that ere I might. 

Here, Mafler Vaux., King Edward greets ye well : 

His gracious pardon frees this gentleman, 

And all his company, from Hiameful death. 

AIL God faue the King, and God blefs I\fiflrefs 
Shore, 

yocky. Amen ; and keep thefe fra coming here 
any mair. 

ya?ie. You mufl difcharge them, paying of their 
fees, 

Which for I fear their flore is very finall, 

I will defray. Hold, here, take purfe and all, 

Nay, mafler Vaux^ tis gold j if not enough, 

Send to me : I will pay you royally. 

Stran* Lady, in behalf of all the refl, 

With humble thanks X yeeld myfelf your flaue. 
Command their feruice and command my life. 

yanc. No, Captain Stranguidgc\ let the King 
command 

Your lilies and feruice, who hath giuen you life. 

Thefe and fuch offices confcience bids me doe. 

Shaw. Pity that ere awry ffie trod her ffioe. 

Shore. O had that confcience prickt when lone 
prouokt 

Lady the lafl but not the leafl in debt, 

To your deuotion for my coufuis life, 

I render thanks ; yet thanks is but a breath, 
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Command me, madam, during life. 

Old Brackcnhury vowes for you to ftand 
Whilfl I haiic limbs or any foot of land. 

Shore, Thus is lier glory biiildcd on the fand. 
J^LVic. Thanks, good Mafler Lieutenant of the 
Tower. 

Sirra, pre])are my horfe : why flay you 

here ? {lo J oc.) 

Pray ye, commend me to my noble friend 
The Duke of Claroia^ now your prifoncr : 

Bid him not doubt the Kings dir])leafures pafl, 

I hope to gain him fauour and releafe. 

Bra, God grant ye may, he’s a noble gentle- 
man. 

Shaw. My patron GJoflcr wall crofs it if he can. 

.iiavV. 


Enter Meffenger. 

Mef, Where’s miflris Shore 1 Lady, I come in 
pofl. 

The King hath had a very dangerous fit 
Since you came from him. Ihvice his maied}^ 

Kath fwounded, and wath much ado reuiued ; 

And dill, as breath will giuc him leaue to fpeak, 

He calls for you. The Qneene and all the lords 
Haue fent to feeke ye : hade vnto his grace, 

Or elfe I fear youle neiier fee his face. 
yane. 0 God defend, good friends, pray for the 
King. 

More bitter are the newes which he doth bring, 

Than thofe were fweet I brought to you but hue : 

If Edward die, confounded is my date* 

He hade unto him, and will fpend my bloud 
To faue his life, or to him any good. 

Exeunt JJie and the MeJJenger, 
Shore. And fo w^ould I for thee, hadfl thou bcene 
true : 

But if he die, bid all thy pompe adieu. 
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Bra. Beleeue me, but I do not like thefe nevves 
Of the Kings dangerous ficknefs. 

Keeper. No, nor I. 

Captain and Mafler Fhiddc^ and all the reft, 

I do reioice your pardon was obtained 
Before thefe newes, thefe inaufpicious news : 

If the King die, the flate will foonbe changed. 

Mafler Lieutenant 1 youle go to the Tower. 

He take my leaue. Gallants, God buoye all. 

Exeujit Vaux and his traine. 
Stran. God buoye, Mafler Vaux 1 I wus ye ha" 
loft good guefls. 

Bra. You fliall be my guefl for a night or two, 
Coiifin, till your own lodging be prepared. 

But, tell me, fir, what meanes hath mafler Fludde. 
Strang. I cannot tell : He ask him if ye will. 
Bra. Do fo ; and if his fortunes be debafde, 

He entertain e him, if hele dwell with me, 

On good codition. 

Stran. Mafler Matthew Floode, 

Hear ye my cofin Brackcnbitries mind? 

He hath conceiud fuch liking of your parts, 

That if your means furinount not his fuppofe, 

Hele entertain ye gladly at the Tower 
To wait on him, and put ye in great trufl. 

Shore. In what I vnderiake, I will be jiifl, 

And hold me happy, if my diligence 
May pleafe fo worthy a gentleman as he. 

Whatere my fortunes haue been, they are now 
Such as to feruice make their maifter bow. 

Bra. No, F/oodj more like a friend and fellow- 
mate 

I mean to vfe tliee, then a femitor, 

And place thee in fome credit in the To7Cfer, 

And giue thee means to hue in fome good fort. 

Shore. I thanke ye, fir. God grant I may deferue 
it. 

Bra. Coufin, and all your crue, come home with 
me, 
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Where after forrow we may merry be. 

Shore, The I^owcr will be a place of fecret reft, 
Where I may hcare good newes and bad, and vfe 
the befl. 

God blefs the King a worfe may wcare tlie crownc 
And then, yanc Shore, thy credit will come downe. 
For though He neuer bed nor bord with thee, 

Yet thy deilriKftion v/ilh I ]iot to fee : 

Becaiife I loude thee when thou waft my wife, 

Not for now failing my difdained life, 

Which lafts too long. God grant vs both to mend. 
Well I muft in my feruice to attend. Exit, 

The Lord Loueil and Dodlor Shaw meet on the 
Jlagc. 

S?miK Well met, my good lord Lonell, 

Lon, Whither away fo faft goes .DohTor Shaw 2 
Shaw. Why, to the Tower^ to lliriue the Duke of 
. Clarenccy 

Who as I hear is falln fo grieuous fick, 

As it is thought he can by no means fcape. 

Lou. He neither can nor ftiall, I warrant thee, 
Shaw. I hope my lord he is not dead already, 

Lov. But 1 hope fir he is : I am fare I faw him 
dead, 

Of a flies death ; drownd in a butte of Malmfey. 
Shaw. Drownd in a butte of ]\Ialmfey 1 that is 
ftrange, 

Doubtlefs he neuer would mifdoe himfelf f 
Lou. No ; that thou knowft right well : he had 
fome helpers : 

Thy hand was in it with the Duke of Giq/iers^ 

As fmoothly as thou feekft to couer it 

Shaw. 0 foule words, my lord no more of that ; 
The world knowes nothing: then what ftiould I 
feare 1 

Doth not your honour feeke promotion f 
Oh giue the Doeftor then a little leaue, 
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So that he gaine preferment with a King, 

Cares not who goes to wracke, whofe heart doth 
wring. 

Lou. A king? what King? 

Shaw. Why Richard man, who elfe ? good Lord‘d 
I fee, 

Wife men fometimes haue weake capacity. 

Lotu Why, is not Edward lining ? and if he were 
not, 

Hath he not children ? what fhall become of them ? 

Shaw. Why, man, lining for beds, a knife or fo, 
What, make a boy a king, and a man by, 

Richard^ a man for vs ? fie, that were fhame. 

Lou. Nay, then I fee, if Edward were deceafl, 
Which way the game would go. 

Shaw. What elfe, my lord ? 

That way the current of our fortune runs, 

By noble Richard.^ gallant royall Richard : 

He is the man mufL onely do vs good ; 

So I haue honour, let me fwimme through blond. 

My lord, be but at Pauls Crofs on Sunday next ; 

I hope I haue it here fhall ioundly prone 
King Edwards children not legitimate. 

Nay, and that for King Edward ruling now, 

And George the Duke of Clarence, fo late dead, 

Their mother hapt to tread the flioe awry. 

Lou. Why, what is Richard then ? 

Shaw. Tut, lawful! man : he faies it fo himfelfe ; 
And what he faies, lie be fo bold to fweare, 

Though in my foiile I know it otherwife. 

Beware promotion, while you Hue, my lord. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cat. A flaff, a ftaffe ! a thoufand crownes for a 
flaff! 

Lou. What flaff, Sir William Cateshy 1 
Cat. Why, man, a white ftaffe for my lord pro- 
tedlor, 
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Lou, Why, is King Edward dead ? 

Cat Dead, LoiicU^ dead. And Richard, our good 
lord, 

Is made proteclor of the fweete young prince. 

O, for a Raffe, where might I haue a llaile, 

That I might firfL prefeul it to his hand? 

Shaw, Now, do I fmell two bilhopricks at leali 
My fermon fliail be pepperd found lor this. 


Enter myirls Shore, weeping, Jockie/i;//a7tv/;/g; 

Cat Why, how now, miflris Shore t what, put 
finger in the eie ? 

Nay, then, I fee you haue fome caufe to cry. 

Lou, I blame her not. Her chiefefl flay is gone, 
The only flatf flie had to leane vpon. 

I fee by her thefe tidings are too true. 

^yane, I, my lord Loiidl ; they are too true, in- 
deed. 

Koyal King Edward now hath breath’d his lafl ; 

The Queen turnd out, and euery friend put by ; 

None now admitted, but whom Richard plcafe. 

Lou, Why, doubtless Rickard will be kind to you. 
y^ane. Ah, my lord Loud!, God blcflc me from his 
kindnefs : 

No fooncr was the white flafte in bis hand, 

But finding me and the right woful quecnc, 

Sadly bemoning fuch a mighty lufs, 

Here is no place, quoth he ; you mu (I be gone ; 

We haue other matters now to think vpon. 

Bor you (quoth he to me) and bit his lip, 

And flroke me with his jflaff, but faid no more. 
Whereby I know he meaneth rne no good. 

Cat Well, mifiris Shore, kis like to be a biifie 
time : 

Shift for yourfelfe, Come lads, let vs begone, 

Koyali King Richard mufl be waite vpon, 

Shaw, Well, Shoaf% if you haue need of me, 
You flrall command me to the vttermoll. Eeeeimt 
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yam, Firfl, let me die, ere I do put my trull 
111 any flieriiig fpaniel of you all. 

down all my hangings. 

And quickly fee my trunks be conuayd forth 
To miflrefs Blages,^ an Inne in Lojnhard Sh'ccte^ 

The Flo'wer-de-iuce. Good Jock^ make fome fpeed ; 
She, die mull be my refuge in this need. 

See it done quickly, yoc/cy>. Exit. 

yocky. Whickly, quotha? marry, here’s a which 
chaunge, indeed, fic whick chaunge did I neuer fee 
before. Now, dream I, that Ife be a very puir fellow, 
and hardly ha’ any filler to drink with a gude-fellow. 
But what ftaiid I tattling here. I mull go do my' 
maidrefs bidding ; carry all her duff and gear to maif- 
trefs JBiages at the Flower-dcduce in Lombard Street, 
Whick then, difpatch. Exit. 

Enter Brackenbury and Floud, to them the two young 
princes^ Edward afid Richard, Gloder, Catef. 
Lou ell and TirilL 

Bra, Come hither, Flood let me heare thy 
* opinion. 

Thou knowed I build vpon thy confidence, 

And honed dealing in my greated affaires. 

I haue receiued letters Irom the Duke, 

Giojier,, I nieane, Protedlor of the land, 

Who giues in charge the Tower be preparde, 

This night, to entertaine the two young jirinces. 

It is my duty to obey, I know ; 

But manifold fufpicions troubles me. 

Shore. ITe is their vncle, hr ; and, in that fenfe,. 
Nature Ihould warrant their feciirity : 

Next, his deceafed brother, at his death, 

To Rkha 7 ‘ds care committed both the realme, 

And their protection ; where humanity 
Stands as an orator to plead againd 
All wrong fuggedion of vnciuii thoughts : 

Befide you are Lieutenant of the Tower ; 

I 
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Say there fliould be any hurt pretended, 

The priiiiledge of your authority 
Pries into cuery corner of this houfe, 

And what can then be done without your know- 
ledge % 

Bra. Thou fayil true, Floods thouglr Richard be Pro - 
tedlor, 

Vvdieii once they are within tlie Toioer limits, 
lire charge of them (vnlefs he derogate 
From this my office, which was neuor fecn 
In any kings time) doth belong to me : 

And ere that Brackcnlmry will confent 
Or fuffer wrong be done vnto thefe babes, 

His fword, and all the'hrength within the Tower 
Shall be oppos’d againfl the proudefl comer, 
be it to my foul, as I entend to them 1 
Shore, i^nd faith in me vnto this commonwealth, 
And truth to men, hath hitherto becne feenc 
The pylot that hath guided my Hues courfe, 

Though twas my fortune to be wrongd in ])Oth, 

And therefore fir neither the mightiefl frownc. 

Nor any bribes, fliall winne me other wife. 

Bra. Tis well refolued. Still, methinks, they 
ffiould 

Be fate enough with vs ; and yet T foare 
But now no more : it feemes they arc at hnnd 

P. Ed. Vncle, what gentleman is that? Enfor, 
Glos. It is, fweet prince, lieutenant of the Trwer, 
F. Ed. Sir, we are come to be your gueOs to- 
night. 

I pray you, tell me, did you euer know 
Our father Edward lodgde within this place ? 

Bra. Neucr to lodge, my liege ; but oftentimes. 
On other occafions, I haue feene him here. 

Ri. Brother, laft night, when you did fend for 
me, 

My mother told me, hearing we ffiould lodge 
Within the Towef\ that it was a prifon, 

And therefore maruclFd that my vncle GioJ'kr^ 
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Of all tlie lioufes for a kings receipt 
Within this city, had appointed none 
Where you might keep your court but only here. 

Glos. Vile brats, how they do defcant on the 

Tower ! 

My gentle nephew, they were ill aduifed 
To tutor you with fuch vnfitting terms 
(Who ere they were) againll this royal manfion. 

What if fome part of it hath been referu’d 
To be a prifon for nobility % 

Follows it therefore, that it cannot feme 
To any other vfe ? Ccefar himfelf. 

That built the fame, within it kept his court, 

And many kings fince him : the rooms are large, 

The building (lately, and for flrength befide, 

It is the fafell and the furefl hold you haue. 

jP. Ed, Vncle of Glojier,, if .you thinke it fo, 

Tis not for me to contradi«£l your will, 

We mufl allow it, and are well content ^ 

Glos* On then, a Gods name. 

P, Ed, Yet, before we goe, 

One queflion more with you, mafler Lieutenant : 

We like you well ; and but we do perceiue 
More comfort in your looks than in thefe walls, 

For all our vncle Glojiers friendly fpeech, 

Our hearts would be as heauy flill as lead. 

I pray you tell me, at which dore or gate 
Was it my vncle Clarence did go in, 

When he was fent a prifoner to this place ? 

Bra, At this, my liege ! Why fighs your maiefly? 
jP, Ed, He went in here that nere came back 
again, 

But as God hath decreed, fo let it be, 

Come, brother, fliall we go ? 

P, R, Yes, brother ; any where with you. Exeunt, 

Tirtl pulls Catesby hy the Jlecue. 

Tir, Sir, were it befl I did attend the Duke, 

Or flay his leifure till his backe retume % 


L 2 
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Cat I pray you, mafler Tirill, ila] 
II is not good you flioiild be feen by 
Within tlie Toiccr, efpccially at this t 
He tel his honour of your being here, 
And you fliall know his pleafure prcfc 
7}>. Ellen fo, fir. Men would 
means 

To raife tliemfelues, that haue been 0 
By fortunes fcorn; and I am one of 1 

JS/der Duke of Gloceflc 

Here comes the Duke. 

Glof, Catesby is this the man ? 
Cat It is, ift like your excellency, 
Glof. Come neare. 

Thy name, I lieare, is Ttril, is it not 1 
Tin James Tiril is my name, m3 
Glof. Welcome, it fliould appeare 
been 

In better date then now it feemes the 
Tyr. I haue been, by my fay, 1 
now dc])refl 

And clouded ouor with aduerfity. 

Glof Be rulde by me, and thou d 
And prone more happy than thou eu( 
There is but onely two degrees by wl: 
It fliall be needful for thee to afeend, 
And that is, faith and taciturnitie. 

Tir. If euer I ]iroiic falfe vnto yoi 
Conuert your fauour to afflidlioiiKS. 
Glof But cand thou too be fecret 
Tyr. Trie me, my lord. 

This tongue was neuer knowne to be 
Glof Thy countenance hath, like 
Opend the clofet of my heart. Read 
If fcholer-like thou cand expound the 
Thou art the man ordaind to ferue m 
Tyr. So far as my capacity will n 
The fenfe my lord is this. This nigh 
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The two young Princes both mufl fufFer death. 

Glof, Thou hafl my meaning. Wilt thou do it ? 
fpeak. 

Tyr, It fliall be done. 

Glof, Iiiough I come, follow me, 

For thy diredlion, and for gold to fee. 

Such as muil aide thee in their tragedy. 

Enter mijlris Blage ajid Jockie, loden, 

Bla, Welcome, good Jockie! what good news 
bring you ^ 

"J^ockie, Marry maiflrefs my gude maiflrefs greets 
ye, maiflrefs, and prays ye, maiSrefs, till dight vp her 
chamber, for fhele lig wi ye to-night, maiflrefs. And 
heres her cat-skin till fhe come. 


E^iier Jane. 

^ane. Why how now loiterer ? make ye no more 
liafl? 

When will my trunkes and all my fluffe be brought, 

If you thus loiter ? Go, make haR withal. 

"jockie. Marry, fall I, gin yele be bud peetient 
a while. Exit 

Jane, Good gentle miflrefs BlagCj the only 
friend, 

That fortune leaues me to rely vpon, 

My counfels clofet and my tower of flrength, 

To whom for fafety I retire myfelf, 

To be fecure in thefe tempefluous times, 

O fmile on me, and giue me gentle lookcs. 

If I be welcome, then with cheereful heart 
And willing hand, fhow me true figns thereof. 

Bio, Doubt ye of welcome ladie, to your friend f 
Nay to your feruant, to your beadfwoman, 

To fpeake but truth, your bountie bondwoman ? 

Vfe me, command me, call my houfe your owne, 

And all I haue, fweet lady, at your will 
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Yanc. Away with titles, lay by courtly tcarros. 

Tlie cafe is altercl now the King is dead ; 

And with his life my fauouring friends are fled. 

No madam, now, but, as I was before, 

Your faithfull kind companion, ]:)Oor yanc Shore ! 

Bla. I ioude you then, and fince, and ciicr lhall, 
You are the woman, though your fortunes fail : 

You, when my husbands lewde tranfgreflion 
Of all our welth had loll pofferfion, 

By forfaiture into his higlmes Iran els, 

Got reflitution of our goods and lands. 

He fled, and died in France : to heale that harme, 
You helpt me to three manors in fec-farme, 

The worfl of which clears three fcore pound a yeare. 
Haue I not reafon, then, to hold ye deare ^ 

Yes, hap what will, vntil my life do end, 

You are and fhall be my befl beioued friend. 
yane. How, if misfortune my folly do fucceed ? 
Bta, Trufl me, true friends bide touch in time of 
neede. 

yane. If want confume the wealth I had before. 
Bta. My wealth is yours, and you lhall fpend my 
flore. 

yane. But the Protedlor profecut.es his hate. 

B/a. With me Hue fecret from the worlds debate. 
yane. You will be weary of fo bad a guefi. 

Bta. Then let me neuer on the earth be blefl. 
yane. Ah, miflrifs Biage you tender me fuch 
loue, 

As all my forrowes from my foul rcnioue ; 

And though my portion be not very large, 

Yet come I not to you to be a charge. 

Coin, plate, and iewels, prixde at loweft rate, 

I bring with me, to maintaine my eflale, 

Worth twenty thoufand pound, and my array. 

If you furaiue to fee my dying day, 

From you no. penny will I giue away. 

. Bia. And I thanke you that fo my wealth in- 
creafl, 
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Am worth, I trow, ten thoufancl pounds at lead. 

I tiiinke, like two warme widdowes we may line, 

Tntill good fortune two good husbands giiie ; 

For furely, miflrifs Shore^ your husbands dead : 

When heard ye of him ? 

yam. Neuer fmce he fled. 

O, miflrifs Blage^ now put you in my head 
That kills my heart. Why fliould I breathe this 
aire, 

Whofe lofl good name no treafure can lepairel 
O, were he here wdth me to lead his life, 

Although he neuer vfed me as a wdfe, 

But as a drudge to fpurne me with his feete, 

Yet fliould I think with him that life were fweete. 

Bla, How can ye once conceit fo bafe a thing, 
That haue beene kid and cokerd by a King? 

Weepe not ; you hurt yourfeif, by Gods bled mother. 
Your husbands dead, woman, thinke vpon another, 

Let vs in to fupper : clrinke wine ; cheere your 
heart ; 

And whild I Hue, be fure He take your part. Exeunt 

Enier Brackenbury^ S/iore, Elghtni^ Earreg TlrilL 

Tir, Sir, I affure you, tis my lord ProtecSlors 
warrant. 

B7'a. My friend, I haue conferrd it with his 
letters, 

And tis his hand, indeed, He not deny. 

But blame me not, although I be ])recife 
In matters that fo nearly do concern me. 

Eig/L My lord Protedlor, fir, I make no doubt, 
Dare iudify his w’'arrant, though perhaps 
He doth not now acquaint you why he doth it. 

Bra. I think, fir, theres no fubieeft now in Eng- 
land 

Will vrge his grace to fliow what lie dare do ; 

Nor will I aske him why he does it ; 

I would I might, to rid me of my doubt (AJIde.) 
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For. Why fir I think he needs no prefulent, 

For what he does : I thinke his power is abfolute 
enough. 

Bra. I haiie no power fir to examine it, 

Nor will I do : obey your warrant, 

Which I will keepe for my fecurity. 

Tyr. You fliall do well in that fir. 

Bra. Heres the keys. 

Shore. And yet I could wifli my lord ProtecSlor 

afide. 

Had fent his warrant hither by fome other. 

I doe not like their looks, 1 tell you true. 

Bf^a. Nor I, Flud, I affure thee. 

For. What does that flaue mutter to his maifler ? 
Digh. I heare him fay he does not like our 
lookes, 

Tyr. Why not our lookes, fir. 

For. Sirra, we heare you. 

Shore. I am glad you doe, fir : all is one for 
that. 

But, if you did not, hearken better now 
I neuer faw three faces in whofe looks 
Did euer fit more terror, or more death. 

God bleffe the princes, if it be his will, 

I do not like thefe villaines. 

Digh. Zounds, llab the villain. Sirra, do you 
braue us ? 

Shore. I, thats your comming ; for you come to 
flab. 

For. Stab him. 

Shore. Nay, then, He flab with thee. 

Tir. Zblood, cut his throat. 

Bra. Hold, gentlemen, I pray you. 

^ Shore. Sir, I am hurt, flabd in the arm. 

AVeu. This is not to be juflified, my friends^, 

To draw your weapons here within the Tower 
And by the law it is no lefs than death. 

I cannot think the Duke will like of this, 

I pray ye be content ; too much is done. 
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Tir, He might haue held his peace, then, and been 
quiet. 

Farewell, farewell 

Shore. Hell and damnation follow miirtherers. 

Bra. Go, Flud^ 

Get thee fome furgeon to looke to thy wound. 

Hafl no acquaintance with fome skilfull furgeon 1 
Keep thy wound clofe, and let it not take aire. 

And for my own part, I will not flay here. 

Whither wilt thou go, that I may fend to thee 1 
Shore, To one Miftrifs Btages^ an inn, in Gracious 
Street. 

There you fliall find me, or lhall heare of me. 

B^^a. Sweet princely babes, farewell I fear you 
fore : 

I doubt thefe eyes fhail neuer fee you more. 

Enter the two yotmg Princes^ Edward aitd Richard, 
in their gowns and caps^ vnbuttond^ and zmtrnjl. 

Pic. How does your lordfhip ? 

Ed. Well, good brother Richard. 

How does yourfelf? you told me your head aked. 

Ric. Indeed it does, my Lord feele with your 
hands 

How hot it is. He laics his hand 07i his brothers head. 

Ed. Indeed you haue caught cold, 

With fitting yeflernight to heare me read. 

I pray thee go to bed, fweet IHch^ poore little 
heart. 

Ric. Youle giue me leaue to wait vpon your lord- 
flfip. 

Ed. I had more need, brother, to wait on you. 

For you are fick ; and fo am not I. 

Ric. Oh, lor4 methinks this going to our bed, 
How like it is to going to our graue. 

Ed. I pray thee, do not fpeake of graues fweet 
heart. 
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Indeed thou friglitefl me. 

J^ic. Why, my lord brother, did not our tutor teach 
vs, 

That when at night we went vnto our bed, 

We ftill flioiild think we went vnto our graiic. 

Ed, Yes, thats true, 

That we iliould do as eu’ry Chriflian ought, 

To be prepard to die at euery hour. 

But I am heauy, 

Ek, Indeed, and fo am I. 

Ed, Then let vs fay our prayers and go to bed. 
They knee! ^ and folcmn imiftckc t/ic zcdii/e within. 
The 7nuficke cea/efhj and they rife. 

Ric, What, bleeds your grace ? 

Ed, I two drops and no more. 

Ric, God bleffe vs both ; and I defire no more. 
Ed, Brother, fee here what Dauid fays, and fo 
fay I : 

Lord 1 in thee will I trufl, although I die. 

As the young Rn^ices go out^ cjita* Tirill. 

Tir, Go, lay ye down, but neuer more to rife, 

I haue put my hand into the foulefl murder 
That eiier was committed fmee the world. 

The very fenfcleffe flones here in the walles 
Breake out in teares but to behold the fadl. 

Methinkes the bodies lying dead in graues, 

Should rife and cry again (I vs. 0 hark, {a noife within) 
harke, 

The mandrakes flirieks are mufic to their cries, 

The very night is frighted, and the ftarres , 

Do drop like torches, to behold this deed : 

The very centre of the earth doth fliake, 

Metliinks the Towre fiiould rent down from the 
toppe, 

To let the heauen look on this monflrous deede. 
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Enter at the one doore^ Digliton, tvith Edward vnder his 
arm^ at the other doore^ Forreft with Richard. 

EigL Stand further, damned rogue, and come not 
near me. 

For. Nay, {land thou further villain, fland afide. 
Digh. Are we not both damnd for this curfed deed 1 
Fo7\ Thou art the witnefs that thou bearfl the King- 
DigL And what bearfl thou ? 

For. It is too true. Oh, I am damnd indeed ! 

He lookes dowhie on the boy vnder his arme. 
Tyr. I am as deepe as you, although my hand 
Did not the deede. 

F/g'h. O villain e, art thou there ? 

For. A plague light on thee 1 
Tj^r. Curfe not, 

A thoufand plagues will light vpon vs ail. 

They /ay them down. 

The priefl here in the Tower will bury them. 

Let vs away. 

Enter M. Blagc her two 7nen^ bringing in Shoar 
alias Floud^ in a chaire, his arme bleeding a- 
pace. 

Bla. So, fet him here awhile, where is more aire. 
How cheere you, fir. Alack, he doth begin 
To change his colour. Where is raiRrifs Shore ? 

Gone to her clofet for a precious balm, 

The fame (flie fayd) King Edward vs’d himfelf. 

Alack, I fear hele die before fhe come. 

Run quickly for fome rofafolis. Faint not, fir ; 

Be of good comfort Come, good miflrifs Shore, 

What haue you there ? 

y^a77e* Stand by, and giue me leaue. 

Bla. Unhappy me, to lodge him in my houfe ! 
y^ane. I warrant you, woman, be not fo afraid. 

If not this bloud-flone hangd about his necke, 

This balme will Ranch it, by the heipe of God. 

Lift vp his arme, whilR I do bathe his wound. 
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The fign belike was here when he was hurt, 

Or elfe fome principal and chief veine is pierfl. 

BL How euer fare the furgcon was a knauc, 

That lookt no better to him at the fir ft. 

yane. Blame him not, Miftrifs Blage \ the beft of 
them, 

In fuch a cafe as this, may be to fccke. 

Bla, Now, God be bleffed 1 fee the crimfoii 
blond, 

That was precipitate and falling down 
Into his arm, retires into his face, 

How fare you, fir ? how do you feele yourfelf ? 

Shore. Oh, wherefore haue you wakt me from my 
fleepe ? 

And broke the quiet flumber I was in ? 

Methought I fate in fuch a pleafant place, 

So full of all delight as neuer any eie 
Beheld, nor heart of man could comprehend, 

If you had let me go, I felt no paine : 

But being now reuokt, my grief renews. 

yane. Giue him fome rofa-foiisy miftrefs Blage^ 
And that will likewife animate the fprites, 

And fend alacrity vnto the heart, 

That hath been ftrugling with the pangs of death. 

Bla. Here, fir, drinke this j you need not fcarc it, 
^ fir ; 

It is no hurt : fee, I will be your tafter : 

Then drinke I pray you. 

ya?ie. Now, feliowes, raife his body from the 
chaire, 

And gently let him walke a turne or two. 

Bla. Good footh, miftrifs ShorCy I did not think 
till now 

You had been fuch a cunning skilld phyfition. 

Shore. Oh, miftreffe Biage^ though I muft needs 
confefie 

It would haue been more welcome to ray foule, 

If I had died, and been remoud at laft, 

From the confufed troubles of this world, 
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Whereof I haiie fuflained no meane waight, 

Than lingring here, be made a packhorfe Hill 
Of torments, in comparifon of which 
Death is but as the pricking of a thorne, 

Yet I do thank you for your taken paines, 

And would to God I could requite your loue I 
Bla. Sir, I did you little good. What was 
done, 

Afcribe the benefit and praife thereof 
Vnto the gentlewoman, kind miflrifs Shore, 

Who, next to God, prefervd your feeble life. 

Shore. How ? miflrefs Shore, good friends, let go 
your hold I 

My flrength is now fufficient of itfelf. 

Oh is it file that flill prolongs my woe % 

Was it ordaind not onely at the firfl 

She fhould be my deflrudlion, but now twife, 

When gratious deflinies had brought about 
To ende this weary pilgrimage of mine, 

Mufl fhe, and none but fhe, preuent that good, 

And flop my entrance to eternall bliffe ? 

Oh, lading plague, oh, endleffe corrafme ! 

It now repents me double that I fca])te 
Since’s lifes made death, and lifes author hate ! 

yam. Sir, take my counfell, and fit downe 
againc. 

It is not good to be fo bold of foot 

Vpon the fudden, till you haue more flrength. 

Shore. Miflrefs, I thanke you, and I care not 
much 

If I’ be ruld by you. fits downe. 

Oil, God, that die fliould pit}?- me vnknown, 

That, knowing me, by her was ouerthrowne ; 

Or ignorantly die diould regard this fmart, 

That heretofore fpard not to flab my heart. 

Erder Brackenbury. 

Bra. By your leaue, miflrifs Blage, I am fome- 
what bold, 
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Is there not a gentleman within your hoiife, 

Calld M. Floods came hither hurt lafl night ? 

Bla. Is his name Flood% I knew it not til! 
now ; 

But here he is, and well recouered, 
llianks to this gentlewoman, mifLrcfs Shore. 

Bra. Pardon me, miflrefs Shorc^ I faw you not : 
And truH me, I am forr>" at the heart 
So good a creature as yourfelfe hath beenc 
Should be fo vilely dealt with as you are. 

I prornife you, the world laments your cafe. 

yane. How meane you, fir ? 1 vnderfland you 
not. 

Lament my cafe for what ? for Edwards death 1 
I know that I haue loll a gracious friend \ 

But that is not to be remedied now. 

Bra. No, miflrifs Shore ^ it is for Richards hate, 
That too much enuies your prolperity. 

yane. I know he loues me not, and for that 
caufe, 

I haiie withdrawn me wholly from the Court 
Bra. You haue not feene the proclamation, 
then ? 

ya?ie. The proclamation No. What proclama- 
tion 

Bra. Oh, miHrifs Shore., The King, in euery 
fireet 

Of London and in euery borough town 
Throughout this land, hath ])ublikely proclaimed, 

On paine of death, that none diail harbour you, 

Or glue you foode or clothes to keepc you warme ; 

But hauing foil done lhamefiil penance here, 

You fliall be then thrufl forth the city-gates 
Into the naked‘ cold, forfaken field. 

I fable not, I would to God I did, 

See, heres the manner of it put in print, 

Tis to be told in euery Stationers fhop, 

Befides a number of them clapt on pods, 

Where people crowding, as they read your fail, 
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Some murmur, and fome figh ; but moil of them 
Haue their relenting eyes euen big with teares. 

Gods will be done. I know my fmne is 

great, 

And he tliat is omnii^otent and iuft 
Cannot but mull reward me heauily. 

Bra, It grieues me, miflrifs Shore^ it was my 
chance, 

To be the firfl reporter of this newes. 

ya7ie. Let it not grieue, I muft haue heard of it, 
And now as good as at another time. 

Bra. I pray ye, miilrifs Blage., haue care of 
Flood ; 

And what his charge is I will fee you paid. Fxll. 
^ane. Farewell to all that flili fliall be my 
fong, 

Let men impofe upon me nere fuch wrong ; 

And this extremity fliall feeme the leffe, 

In that I haue a friend to lean vnto. 

Sweet miflrifs "there were vpon the earth 
No comfort left for miferable yane., 

But that I do prefume vpon your lone. 

I know, though tyrant Richard had fet down 
A greater penalty than is proclaimd, 

Which cannot well be thought, yet in your houfe 
I flioukl haue fuccour and relicfe befidc. 

Bla, What 1 and fo I llrould be a traitor, 
fiiould I ? 

Is that the care you haue of me and mine ? 

I thanke you, truly, no theres no fuch matter. 

1 loue you well, but lone myfelfe better. 

As long as you were held a true fubiedl, 

I made account of you accordingly ; 

But, being otherwife, I doe reiedl you, 

And will not cheriili my kings enemy. 

You know the danger of the proclamation : 

I would to God you would depart my houfe. 

yane. When was it euer fecn yane SliOf^e was 
falfe 



i6o The fccond pari of 

Either viUo her countrey or Iier king ? 

And thererore tis not well, good millrifs 
That you v|)])raid me witii a tniitors name. 

Bhi. 1, but you hauc l)ecn a wicked liner. 

And now you fee what tis to be vncJiaflo : 

You lliouid haue kept you with your iioncft hns- 
i)anJ : 

’Twas netier other like but that fudi like filthincrie 
Would haue a foulc anti detefLablc end. 

yane. Time was that you did tell me otlierwife, 
And fludied how to fet a glotTe on tliat, 

Yldch now you lay is vgly and deformde. 

Bla. I told you then as then the time did fertie. 
And more, indeed, to try your dilpolition, 

Than any way to encourage }' 0 u to finne. 

Hut when I faw you were ambitious. 

And faintly Rood on terms of modelly, 

I left you to your own arbiterincnt. 

Can 3 'oti deny it was not fo '? liow foy you ? 

yaiie. Vve will not, millrifs Bla^i\ difpute of that ; 
}>ut now. in drarity and womanhood, 

Let me fine I fauour, if it be but tin's, 

That in fomc barne or liable 1 may Rirowcl, 

Till otlierwife I be jjrouided lor. 

B/a. f pray ye do not vrge me miRrifs S/wn\ 

I will RvOt haue my hoiifc inclanger d fo. 

yanCn Oh you did [)romife 1 ihould ncuer want, 
And that \^our houfe was mine, and fwore the fame. 

To kee])c your otli be then cora])afrionntc. 

BJa. So you did fwear voil would bo true to 

S/iO/'u ; 

But you were not fo good as your word. 

My oathes dilherit whidi by tlio Kings command. 
yanc. Yet let me haue Ihofc jewels and ihat 
money 

Which is within niy trunkes. 

Bla. i loiow of none. 

If there be any, ile be fo bolcle, 

As keer j it for your diet and your mans. 
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It is no little charge I Iiaue beene at 
To feed your dainty tooth, fince you came hither 
Befide, houfe-roome, Tm fure, is fomewhat worth. 
Shore, Ah, fane\ I cannot choofe but pity 
thee. 

Heres the firfl ilep to thy deep mifery, 

yaiie. Oh, that my graue had then been made my 
hoiife, 

When either firfl I went vnto the Court, 

Or from the Court returnd vnto this place ! 


Enter two Apparafors. 

Seruanf, How now, what are you I it had been 
manners, 

You lliould haue knockt before you had come in. 

Eirji, Ap. We are the Bifhops Parators, my friend ; 
And miflrifs Shore our errand is to you. 

This day it is commanded by the King, 

You miifl be flript out of your rich attire, 

And in a white flieet go from Temple-harre 
Vntil you come to Al^ate^ bare footed, 

Your haire about your eares, and in your hand 
A burning taper. Therefore, go with vs. 

Euen when and whither you will : and would 
to God, 

The King as foone could rid my foule of fm, 

As he may flrip my body of thefe rags ! 

2. Ap, That would be foon enough: but come 
away. 

And mihrifs Blage^ youle hardly anfwer it, 

When it is known we found her in your houfe. 

X. Ap, It feemes you do not feare to harbour her. 
Mrs, Bla, I harbour her ? out on her, llrumpet 
qiieane 

She prefl upon me, where I would or no. 
lie fee her hangd ere I will harbour her. 

So now, her iewels and her gold is mine, 

1 


M 
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And I am made at leafl foure thoufand poiindy 
Wealthier by this match then I was before : 

And what can be objeded for the fame 
That once I loif d her : well, perhaps I did ; 

And women all are gouernd by the moon, 

But now I am of another himiQur ; 

Which is, you know a planet that will change. 

Cat Now, M. Sheriffe of London 1 do your 
office. 

Attach this rebel to his maiefly, 

And, hauing fLript her to her petticoate, 

Turne her out a doores, with this condition, 

That no man harbour her that diirfl prefume 
To harbour that lewde curtizan, Shores wife, 

Againfl the flrait commandement of the King. 

JBla. I befeech you, fir. 

Cat Away with her, I fay. 

The while lie feaze vpon her houfe and goods, 

Which wholly are confifeate to the King. Exit 

Shore, Oh, what haue I beheld, were I as young. 
As when I came to Lo?idon to be prentice, 

This pageant were fuffiicient to inllrucSl 
And teach me euer after to be wife. 

Firfl haue I feen defert of wantonneffe 
And breach of wediocke ; then of flattery ; 

Next of diflembling loue ; and lafl of all, 

The mine of bafe catching auarice. 

But poore Jane Shore in that I ioii’d thee once. 

And was thy husband, I mufl pity thee. 

The fparks of old affedion long agoe, 

Rakte vp in aflies of difpleafure kindle ; 

And in this furnace of aduerfity 

The world fhail fee a husbands loyalty. Exit, 

Enter D, ^m^penfivcly reading on his hooh\ after 
him follows the ghoji of Frier Anfelmc^ with a 
lighted torch. 

Shaw, Spuria vitulamina non agent radices alias. 
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Baflardly flips Iiaiie always flender growth. 

Ah, Shaiv this was the curfed theme 

That, at Pauls croffe, thou madft thy fermon of, 

To prone the lawful iffue of thy King, 

Got out of wedlock, illegitimate. 

Ah, Duke of Gloflcr this didfl thou procure. 

Did Pic/iard (villain) No, it was thy fault, 

Thou wouldfl be won to fuch a damned deed, 

Which now to think on makes my foul to bleed. 

Ah, frier An feline fleepe among the blefl; 

Thy prophefie thus falfely did I wrefl. 

Enter Anfelme. 

An. Thou didfl and be thou damnd therefore, 
Nere come thy foul where blefiednefs abides, 

Didfl thou not know the letter G. was Glojier ? 

Shaw. Anfelme, I did. 

An. Why, then, didfl thou affirm 
That it was meant by Georgeiht Duke of Clarence 1 
That honorable harmlefle gentleman, 

Whofe thoughts all innocent as any child, 

Yet came through thee to fuch a luckleffe death. 
Shaw. I was in forced by the Duke of Glofcr. 

An. Enforll, faifl thou? wouldfl thou then be 
enforfl, 

Being a man of thy profeffion, 

To fm fo vilel}^, and with thine owne mouth 
To damne thy foule ? No ; thou wafl not enforct ; 
But gaine and hope of high promotion 
Hired thee thereto. Say, was it fo, or no ? 

Sliaw. It did, it did. 

An. Why then record in thy black hellifli 
thoughts 

How many mifehiefes haue enfued hereon % 

Firfl, wronged Clarence drowned in the Tower ; 

Next Edwards children murdered in the Tower \ 

This day at Pomfret noble gentlemen 
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Three, the Queens kinrecl, lofe their harmlelle 
heads. 

Thinkfl thou that here this flood of mifchief flays 
No, villain, many are markt to the block, 

And they the nearefl, think them furtheil off. 

Euen Buckingham, creator of that king, 

Shall he to woe and wretched ending bring. 

All this (accurfed man) hatli come by thee, 

And thy falfe wrefling of my prophecy, 

For E uplands good, difclofed to thy truR ; 

And fo it had beene, hadft thou j^roued iuft. 

But thou and euery one that had a hand 
In that moR wofull murther of the princes, 

To fatall ends you are appointed ail. 

Here in thy fludy limit thou flerue thyfelf, 

And from this houre not taRe one bit of food, 

The reR fliall after follow, on a row, 

To all their deaths ; vengeance will not be flow. 

Enter a Mefenger to Shaw, 

Mef, Where is M. Dodlor Shaio % 

Shaw, Here friend ; what is thy will with me ? 

Mef, King Richard prays ye to come to him 
flrait, 

For he would be confeR. 

.Shaw, I cannot come. I pray thee, take that 
Frier ; 

For he can do it better farre than L 
Mef, A frier, M. Do(5lor. I fee none. 

Shaw, DoeR thou notl No: thy untainted 
foul 

Cannot difeeme the horrors that I doe. 

A7i, Shaw, go with him ; and tell that tyrant 
Richard, 

Fie hath but three years limited for life ; 

And then a fhamefull death takes hold on him. 

That done, returne ; and in thy fludy end 
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Thy loathed life, that didfl us all oflend. 

Shaw. With all 111)?’ heart Would it were ended 
now 1 

So it were done, I care not where nor how. Exeunt. 

Enter the tivo Farators^ with Mijlris Shore in a white 
Jiiect barefooted with her hair about her cares^ and 
tn her hand a toaxe taper. 

1. Far. Now, miflrifs Shore, here our commiffioii 
ends. 

Put off your robe of fliame : for this is A/gate, 
Whither it was appointed we fliould bring you. 

y^ane. My robe of fliame? Oh, that fo foiile a 
name 

Should be applied vnto fo faire a garment ! 

Which is no more to be condemned of fhame 
Then fnow of putrefadlion is deferued, 

To couer an infeeflious heap of dung. 

My robe of fliame, but not my fhame, put off ; 

For that fits branded on my forehead flill, 

And therefore in derifioii was I wrapt, 

In this white dieete ; and in derifion bore 
This burning taper to expreffe my folly, 

That hauing light of reafon to dire<ft me, 

Delighted yet in by-ways of darke error, 

2. Far. Well, miflrifs Shore 1 hope you grudge not 
us. 

We Hiowed you all the fauour poor men could. 

y^ane. Oh, God forbid 1 I know the King’s edidl 
Set you a work, and not your own defires. 

Far. I, truly, miflrifs ; and for our parts 
We could be well content twere otherwife, 

But that the laws feuere. And fo we leaue you. 

Exit. 

^ y^mc. • Farewell unto you both ! and London too i 
Farewell to thee, where firfl I was entiede 
That fcandalizde thy dignity with Hianie \ 

But now thou hafl retunid me treble blame ; 
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My tongue, that gaue confent, injoined to beg ; 

Mine eies adiiidged to hoiirely laments ; 
jMine arms, for their embracings, catch the aiie ; 

And tliefe quicke, nimble feet, that were fo ready 
To llcp into a Kings forbidden bed, 

Zondofil thy flints haiie puniflit for their pride, 

And thou haft driinke their blood for thy reuenge. 
What BOW avails to think what I haue beeiie 'ii 
Then welcome nakednefs and poiierty 1 
Welcome, contempt, welcome, you barren fields ! 
Welcome the lacke of meat and lacke of friends ! 

And wretched according to thy flate, 

Sit here, fit here, and lower if might be 
All things that breath, in their extremity, 

Haue fome recourfe of fiiccour. Thou haR nonc^ 

The child offended flies vnto the mother. 

The fouldier ftrucke retires vnto his Captain. 

The fifh, diflreffed, Hides into the riuer, 

Birds of the aire do fly vnto their dams, 

And vnderneath their wings ore quickly flirouded,- 
Nay, beat the fpaniell and his mafler moans him. 

But I haue neither where to Ihroud myfclf, 

Nor any one to make my moan vnto. 

Come, patience, then ; and though my body pine, 
Make then a bamtuet to refrelh my foulc. 

Let hearts deepc throbbing fighs be all my bread ; 

My drink fait teares; my giiefls repentant thoughts 
That wliofo knew me, and doth fee me now, 

May fliun by me the breach of wedlocks vow. 

E?itcr Brackenbury, wiih a Zraye?’4wak, and fome 
relief in a cloath for miflris Shoan\ 

Bra, Oh, God how full of dangers growes thefe 
times, ‘ 

And no affurance, feene in any flate, 

No man can fay that he is mafler now 

Of anything is his, fucli is the tide 

Of fliort diflurbance running through the land ! 
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I liaue giuen oner my office in the Tower, 

Becaufe I cannot brooke their vile complots. 

Nor fmother fuch outragious villainies. 

But miflrefs Shore to be fo bafely wrongd 
And vilely vfd, that hath fo well deferiied. 

It doth afflidt me in the very foul ! 

She faud my kinfman, Harry Stranguidge, life ; 
Therefore, in duty am I bound to her 
To do what good I may, though law forbid. 

See where fhe fits ! God comfort thee, good foule 1 
Firfl, take that to relieue thy body with ; 

And next receiue this book, wherein is food, 

Manna of heauen to refrefli thy foul. 

Thefe holy meditations, miflrifs Shore 
Will yield much comfort in this mifery. 

Whereon contemplate ftill, and neuer linne, 

That God may be vnmindfull of thy fmne. 

y^ane. Mailer Lieutenant ! in my heart I thank ye 
For this kind comfort to a wretched foul. 

Welcome, fweet prayer-book, food of my life, 

The foueraign balm for my fick confcience. 

Thou flialt be my fouls pleafure and delight, 

To wipe my fins out of yehovaes fight. 

Bra. Do fo good Miflrifs Shore, Now I mud 
leaue ye, 

Becaufe fome other bufnefs calls me hence ; 

And God, I pray, regard your penitence ! BHt 

yane, . Farewell, fir Robert 1 and for this good to 
me, 

The God of heauen be mindful ftill of thee 1 

As JIte fits weephig and paryhtg, Enters at one doorc 
yoimg M. Aire, and M. Rufford at another, 

Aire, This way ihe went, and cannot be far 
off; 

For but euen now I met the officers, 

That were attendant on her in her penance. 
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Yonder flie fits ! now then Jirc fliow tliyfelf 
Thankeful to her, that fometime faued tby life^ 

*VVhen law had made thee fubiedl to bafe death, 

CTiue her thy purfe ; for here conies fomebody. 

Stand by awhile, for fen,r diou be difeouerd. 

Utif. What, miHrefs S/iorc ? King Edward^ s con- 
cubine 

Set on a molehill? oh, difparagement 
A throne were htter for your ladyihip. 

Fie, will you ilubber thefe fair chcckes with tearesf 
Or fit fo folitary ? wheres all your feruants ? 

Whore is your gowne of filke, your periwigs. 

Your fine rebaroes, and your coflly iewels ? 

What, not fo much as a ilioe vpon your foote 1 
then, I fee the world goes hard with whores, 
jiire. The villain flaiie gibes at her mifery. 

Et/f. Now, whether is it better to be in Coiir^ 
And there to beg a licence of the King, 

For tranfportation of commodities, 

Tlian here to fit forfaken as thou dofl ? 

I think vpon condition EEivard lined, 

And thou were Fill in faiiour as before, 

Thou wouldll not fay that liuJfordXv^A deferued 
To haue his eares rent for a irorfcr fuite 
Then licence to Flip ouer corn and lead. 

What, not a word, faith wench He tell thee what 
If thou doF think thy old trade out of date, 

Go learne to play the bawde another while. 

A/re. Inhuman wretch v/hy doF thou fcorne 
her fo ? 

And vex her grieued foul with bitter taunts ? 

Euf. Becaufe I will She is a curtizan, 

And one abhorred of the world for luF, 

Aire, If all thy faults were in thy forehead 
writ. 

Perhaps thou wouldF thyfclf appearc no lelfe, 

But much more horrible then flie doth now. 
i?/// You are no iudge of mine fir. 
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Aire. Why nor thou of her. 

Rtif. The world hath iudged and found her 
guilty, 

And tis the Kings command fhe be held odious, 

Aire. The King of heauen commandeth other- 
wife ; 

And if thou be not willing to relieve her, 

Let it fuffize thou feefl her iniferable, 

And ftudy not to amplify her grief. 

Enter M. Blage verie poorly a with her basket 

aiid clap-dijh. 

What other wofiil fpedlacle comes here % 

When Kiiiford lookes away^ Aire throwes his purfe 
to Miflrifs Shore. 

Miflrifs, take that and fpend it for my fake. 

‘Bia. Oh I am pincht with more then common 
want. 

Where fhall I find relief? Good gentleman, 

Pity a wretched woman, like to ftarue, 

And I wil pray for ye. One halfpennie, 

For Chrifls fake, to comfort mewithall. 
jRnf. What, Miflrifs Blage 1 ifl you ? no mariiaile, 
fure, 

But you fiiould be relieued : a halfpenny, quotha ? 

I, marry, fir ; and fo be hanged myfelf 1 
Not I : this gentleman may, if he pleafe. 

Get you to your companion, miflrifs Shore, 

And then there is a paire of queanes well met 
Now I bethink me, He go to the King, 

And tell him that fome will relieue Shores wife, 

Except fome officer there be appointed 
That carefully regards it be not fo. 

.Thereof myfelf will I make offer to him, 

Which queflionlefs he cannot but accept, 

So fhall I flill purfue Shores wife with hate, 

That fcorned me in her high whores eflate. Exit 
Bla. Good gentleman, bellow your charity, 
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One fingle halfpenny to helpe my neede. 

Aire. Not one, were I the mader of a mint. 

What ? fuccour thee that clidfl betray thy friend 1 
See where flie fits 1 whom thou clidll fcorne indeed, 
And therefore rightly art thou fcornd again. 

Thou thoughtfl to be enriched by her goods, 

But thou hall now loll both thy own and hers ] 

And for my part, knew I twould fane thy life, 

Thou lliouldfl not get fo much as a crumb oi' ])read. ) 
Packe counterfeit packe away diffembling drab. 

Bta. Oh, mifery, but lliall I flay to looke 
Her in the face whom I fo much haue wronged ? 

y^ane. Yes, miflreffe Biage I freely pardon you. 
You haue done me no wrong. Come, fit by me. 

Twas fo in wealth ; why not in pouerty ? 

Bia. Oh, willingly, if you can brooke her prefence, 
Whom you have greater reafon to defpife. 

'ya/ie. Why woman, Richard^ that hath banifht 
me 

And feekes my mine (caufelefs though it be) 

Do I in heart pray for, and will do llill 

Come thou, and fliare with me wh'at (}od hath lent : 

A flranger gaue it me ; and part thereof 
I do as freely now beflow on you. 

Bla, I thank you, miflrefs Shori\ this courtefy 
Renewes the grief of my inconflancy. 

Editor inajler Shore, with relief for his wife. 

Shore, Y^onder flie fits how like a witherd tree, 
That is in winter leaueleffe and bereft 
Of liuely fap, fits the poor abiedl foul, 

How much vnlike the woman is flie now, 

She was but yeflerday : fo fliort and brittle 
Is this worlds happinefs : But who is that, 

Falfe miflrefs Blage % how canft thou brook her 
yfane % 

I thou waft always mild and pitifull 1 

Oh hadH thou been as draft, we had beene bleft ! 



King Edward the fonHh. 17 1 

But now no more of tliat : flie fhall not flame, 

So long as this, and fucli as this may feme. 

Here, miflrefs Shore feed on thefe homely cates, 

And there is wine to drink them downe withal. 

yanc. Good fir, your name % that pities poor Jane 
Shorc^ 

That in my praiers I may remember you. 

Shore* No matter for my name ; I am a friend 
That loiies you well. So farewell, millrifs Shore, 
When that is fpent, T vow to bring, you more. 

yane. Gods bleffing be your guide where ere you 
go 

Thus, miflrifs Blagc, you fee, amiclfl our woe. 

For all the world can do, God fends reliefe, 

And will not yet we periih in our grief. 

Come, let us ftep into foliie -fecret place, 

Where undifturbd we may partake this grace. 

Bia* Tis not amiffe, if you be fo content, 

For here the fields too open and frequent. Exeunt* 

Majier Shore enters again e. 

Shore* What, is flie gone fo foone ? alacke poore 

yane, 

How I compaffionate thy woful cafe 1 
Whereas we lined togither man and wife. 

Oft on an humble flool by the fireTide 
Sate fhe contented, when as my high heat 
Would chide her for it ; but what would flie fay 1 
ITusband, we both mufl lower fit one day. 

When I dare fwear fire neuer dreamd of this : 

But fee, good God, what prophefying is. 

Enter Rufford and Fogge with the mmterfait 
ktter^patenis* Shore Jiands afide* 

Euf* This is King Richards hand ; ' I know it 
well ; 

And this of thine is iiiflly counterfeit, 
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As he himfelf would fwear it were his own. 

Sho7*e, The Kings hand counterfeit ? lift more of 
that. 

Rnp Why, euery letter, eeury little dafli 
In all refpedls alike ! Now may I vfe 
My tranfportation of my corn and hides, 

Without the danger of forbidding lawe ; 

And fo I would haiie done in Edwards clays, 

But that good miftrifs Shore did pleafe to crofs me ; 
But mark how now I will requite her for it ! 

I moiid my fuit, and plainly told the King 
Some would relieue her, if no man had charge 
To fee fevereiy to the contrary. 

Forthwith his Grace appointed me the man, 

And gaue me officers to waite vpon me, 

Which will fo countenance thy cunning work, 

As I fhall no way be fufpedted in it. 

How fail! thou Fogge ? 

Fogg, It will do well indeed. 

But good fir haue a care in any cafe, 

For elfe you know what harme may come thereon, 
Fuf, A care, faiefl thou ? Why, man,' I will not 
trufl 

My houfe, my llrongefl locks, nor any place 
But mine owne bofoiu. There will I keepe it Bill. 

If I mifearry, fo doth it with me. 

Shore. Are ye fo cunning fir ? I fay no more. 
ipajic Shore or I may (|uittance you for this. ExF 
Ruf. Well, Fogge, I haue contented thee. 

Thou maift be gone : I rauB about my charge, 

To fee that none releeue Shores wife with ought 

Exit Fogge. 

Enter the Officers with bills. 

Come on, good fellows ! you that muB attend 
King Richards feruice, vnder iny command, 

Your charge is to be very vigilant 

Oner that Brumpet whom they call Shores wdfe. 

If any traitor giue her but a mite, 
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A draught of water, or a cruft of bread, 

Or any other food, whatere it be, 

Lay hold on him \ for it is prefent death 
By good King Richards proclamation. 

This is her haunt : here (land I Sentinel!, 

Keepe you vnfeene, and aid me when I call. 

Enter Jockie and Jeffrey, with a bottle of aky cheefcy 
and halfepenny loaves, to play at bowks. Mijiris 
Shore mtci^s and fits tuhere fiic was wont. 

JocMc. Now miifl I under colour of playing at 
bowles, help till relieue my gude maiflres, maiflres 
Shore. Come, yeffrey, we will play hue vp, for this 
bottle of ale, and yonder gude puir woman lhall keep 
the flakes, and this cheefe fliall be the maifter. 

They play Jlill towards her, and 'jockit often breakes 
bread and cheefe, &* gives her, ////Jeffrey being called 
away, he then glues her all, a7td is appreheizded. 

Ruf Here is a villain that will not relieue her, 

But yet hele lofe ; he bowls that way to help her. 
Apprehend him, fellows, when I bid ye. 

Although his mate be gone, he fhall pay for it. 

Take him, and let the beadles whip him well 

yocMe. Hear ye, fir I fliall they be whipt and 
hanged that giue to the puir % then they fliall be 
damned that take fro* the puir. They lead hmi away. 

Enter yotmg Aire againe, and Shore fiazids aloof off. 

Aire. Oh yonder fits the fweet forfaken foule, 

To whom for euer I hand deeply bound. 

She faved my life : then, Aire, help to faue hers. 

Ruf Whither go ye, fir 1 
You come to give this llrumpet foine reliefe. 

Ayre. She did more good then euer thou canfl do, 
And if thou wilt not pity her thyfelf, 

Give others leaiie, by duty bound thereto. 
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]icrc, miPtrefs Shorc^ take tin's ; and would to God 
It were fo much as my poor heart could willi. 

He gives his purjc. 

Shore. Who is it that thus pities my poor wife ? 
'Tis Mailer Aire \ God’s blelTmg on him for it. 

Rnf. Dared thou do fo, Airc% 

Ay re. Ri^fford. I dare do more. 

Here is my ring : it waies an ounce of gold ; 

And take ray cloake to keepc ye from the cold. 

Rnf. Thou art a traitor, Ah^e. 

Ayre. Riifford, thou art a villaine fo to call me. 
Ritf^ I^ay hold on him. Attach him, officers. 
Ayre. Rufford ile anfwer thine arrefl with this. 

He draws his rapier^ but he is apprehended.. 
Ruf All this contending, fir, will not auaile, 

This treafon will be rated at thy life. 

Ayre. Life is too little for her fake that faued it 
Sho7^e. Is he a traitor, fir, for doing go6d ? 

God fane the King, a true heart means no ill 
I trud he hath reclaimd his fliarpe edi(fl, 

And will not that his poored fubjedl perifli ; 

And fo periwaded, I myfelf will doe 

That which both lone and nature binds me to. 

I cannot glue her as fhe well deferues ; 

For file hath lod a greater benefit. 

Poor woman, take that purfe. 

Ruf. Ile take’t away. 

Sh{77'e. You fliali not, fir ; for I will anfwer it 
Before the King, if you inforce it fo. 

Ra/. It mud be fo. You fliall vnto the King. 
Shore. You will be he will fird repent the thing. 
Come, mnher Airej ile bear ye company, 

Which wife men fay doth eafe calamity. Rxeu/if: 

Jahie. If grief to fpeech free paffage could aff )rd, 
Or for each woe I had a fitting word, 

I might complain, or if ray Hoods of tears 
Could moue remorfe of minds, or pierfe dull ears, 

Or walh away my cares, or cleanfe my crime, 

With words and tears I would bewail the time. . 



175 


King Edward the fon^rth. 

But it is bootlefs ; why line I to fee 
All tliofe defpifed that do pity me ? 

Defpifed ? alas, deftroyed and led to death, 

That gaue me almes here to prolong my breath. 

Fair dames, behold ! let my example prone, 

There is no loue like to a husbands ioue. Exit 

Enter King E-ichard, Louell, Catesby, RutForcl, Shore 
and Aire pinioned and led betwixt two Officers, 

Glos. Now, tell us, Kuford, which of thefe it is, 
That, in the heat of his viDheaued fpleene, 

Contenines our crowne, difdaines our dignity, 

And armes himfeife again ft authority. 

Elf Both haue offended my dread foueraigne, 
Though not alike, yet both faults capital. 

Thefe lines declare what, when, and where it was. 

Glos, Which is that Aire ? 

Enf. This young man, my liege. 

Glos, I thought it was fome hot diftempered 
blood, 

That fired his giddy braihe with bufmeffe. 

Is thy name Aire 1 
Ayre. It is. 

Glos, This paper fays fo. 

Ayre, Perifli may he that made that paper fpeak. 
Glos, Ha ? doft thou wifh confufion vnto us ? 

This paper is the organe of our power, 

And finall pronounce thy condemnation. 

We make it fpeake thy treafon to thy face, 

And thy malitious tong fpeakes treafon flilL 
Relievil thou Shores wife, in contempt of vs ? 

Ayre, No j but her iiifl defert. 

She faued my life, which I had forfeited, 

Whereby my goods and life fhe merited. 

Glos, And thou fhalt pay it, in the feifefanie 
place 

Where thou this man our officer didfl outface, 

And fcorndfl us faying if we Hood by, 



1 76 The fecond 'part of 

Thou woiiUlfi relieue her. 

Ayrc, I do it not deny 
For want of food her breath was neere expire! : 

I gaue her meanes to buy it iindefirde, 

And ratlier chufe to die for charity. 

Then line condemned of ingratitude. 

Glos. Your good deuotion brings you to the gal- 
lows ; 

He hath his fentence. Rufford^ fee him hanged. 

They lead out Aire, 

Now, fir, your name? 

Shore. Is it not Vvnitten there ? 

Glos. Heres Matthew Flood, 

Ruf. That is his name, my lord. 

Glos. Is thy name Flood! 

Shore, So mafler Rufford faies. 

Glos, Flood and Aire the elements confpire, 

In aire and water, to confound our power. 

Didfl thou relieue that hateful wretch, Shores wife ? 
Shore, I did relieue that woful wretch, Shores 
wife. 

Glos, Thou feemil a man well flaid and tempe- 
rate : 

Durfl thou infringe our proclamation ? 

Sho7'e. I did not breake it. 

R-i/f. Yes and added more, 

That you would anfwere it before the King. 

Shore. And added more, you would repent the 
thing. 

Ruf Who ? I ? his highnes knows my innocence, 
And ready feruice with my goods and life : 

Anfwer thy ireafons to his maiefLie. 

Glos, What canil thou fay, Floods why thou fhouIdH 
not die ? 

Sho7'c, Nothing for I am mortal and miifl die, 
When my time comes ; but that I thinks not yet, 
Although (God knows) each houre I wifh it were, 

So full of dolor is my wearie life. 

Now fay I this, that I do know die man 
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Which doth abet that traiterous libeller, 

Who did compofe and fpread that flanderous rime, 
Which fcandals you and doth abufe the time. 

Glos. What libeller ? another Collingborne ? 

That wrote : The Cat, the Rat, a7id Louell our dog, 

Do ride all England vnder a hog. 

Canfl thou repeat it. Flood "i 
Shore. I think I can, if you command me fo. 

Glos. ' We do command thee. 

Shore. In this fort it goes : 

The crook-bakt Boare the way hath found 
To root our Rofes from the ground. 

Both flower and bud will he confouiid. 

Till King of beafts the fwine be crownde : 

And then the Dog, the Cat, afid Rat, 

Shall in Ms trough feed and be fat. 

Finis, quoth mailer Fogge, chief fecretary and counfel- 
lor to mailer Rufford, 

Glos. How feyft thou Flood, doth Rufford foller 
this? 

Shore. He is a traitonr, if he do, my lord. 

Ruf. I foller it ? dread lord, I aske no grace, 

If I be guilty of this libelling. 

Vouchfafe me iuflice, as you are ray prince, 

Againll this traitor that accufeth rae. 

Shore. What iullice craufl thou ? I will combat 
thee. 

In %n whereof, I do unbutton me, 

And in ray diirt my challenge will maintain. 

Thou calU me traitor ; I will proue thee one. 

Open thy bofom like me, if thou darell. 

Ruf. I will not be fo rude, before his grace. 

Shore. Thou wilt not ope the pack of thy dif- 
grace. 

Bdcaufe thy doublets flufft with traiterous libels. 

Glos. Catesby, tear off the buttons from his breall. 
What findff thou there ? 

Cat Your highnes hand and feal, 

For tranfportation of hides, come, and lead. 
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Glos. Traitor, did I fign that commiflion 1 
Huf, O pardon me, moil royall King ! 

Glos. Pardon ? to counterfeit my hand and feal i 
Ilaiie I bcRowd fuch ioue, fuch countenance, 

Such truft on thee, and fuch authority, 

To hauc my hand and fignet countcrfet ? 

To carry corn, the food of all the land, 

And lead, whicli after might annoy the land, 

And hides, whofe leather mod relieue the land, 

To furangers, enemies vnto the land, 

Didfh thou fo nearly counterfeit my hand ? 
jRuf. Not I, my liege 1 but the attorney. 
G/os. Away with him, Lone! I and Cateshy^ go, 
Command the Sherifts of London prefently. 

To fee him drawne, and hangd, and quartered. 

Let them not drinke before they fee him dead. 

Had you again. 

Louell and Catesby lead out Rufford. 
Riif. Well, Floods thou art my death. 

I might haue liud to haue feene thee lofe thy head. 

Shore. Thou had but iudice for thy cruelty 
Againd the guiltlede fouls in mifery. 

I aske no fauour, if I merit death. 

Glos. Grand thou no fauour? then I tell thee, 
Flood, 

Thou art a traitor, breaking our edidl, 

By fuccouring that traitrous quean, Shores wife, 

And thou flialt die. 

Shore. If I haue broke the law. 

Glos. If, traitor? didd thou not giue her thy 
purfe ? 

And dod thou not maintaine the deede ? 

Enter Louell and Catesby againe. 

Shore. I do, 

If it be death to the relenting heart 
Of a kind husband, wronged by a king, 

To pity his poore weake feduced wife, 
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Whome all the world mufl fuffer by command, 

To pine and perifli for the want of food : 

If it be treafon for her husband then, 

In the deare bowels of his former loue 
To bury his owne wrong and her mifdeed, 

And giue her meat whom he was wont to feed, 

Then Shore mufl die ; for Flood is not my name, 
Though once I tooke it to conceale my drame. 

Pity permits not injurd Shore pafs by, 

And fee his oncedoued wife mth famine die. 

Glos. Louell and Catcsby ! this is Shore, indeed. 
Shore, we confefs that thou haft priuiledge, 

And art excepted in our proclamation, 

Becaufe thou art her husband, whom it concerns ; 

And thou maifl lawfully relieue thy wife, 

Vpon condition thou forgiue her fault, 

Take her againe, and vfe her as before ; 

Hazard new homes; how faiell thou, wilt thou, 
Shore ? 

Shore, If any but your Grace fhould fo vpbraid, 
Such rude reproach fhould roughly be repaid. 

Suppofe for treafon that file lay condemned, 

Might I not feed her till her hour of death, 

And yet myfelf no traitor for it ? 

Glof, Thou mightefl. 

Shore, And why not now, (O pardon me, dread 
lord !) 

When die hath had both punilliment and fhame 
Sufficient, fince a king did caufe her blame, 

May I not giue her food to faue her life, 

Yet neuer take and vfe her as my wife ? 

Glof, . Except thou take her home againe to 
thee, 

Thou art a flranger, and it ffiall not be, 

For if thou do, expedl what doth belong. 

Shore, I neuer can forget fo great a wrong. 

Glof, Then neuer feede her whom thou canft not 
loue. 

Shore, My charity doth that compaffion moue, 

N2 
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Glof, Moue vs no more. Zouell, let Aire be 
hangd, 

Juft in the place where he relieued Shores wife. 

Shore liath his pardon for this firft offence : 

The name of husband pleads his innocence. 

Away with them : Catesby^ come you with vs. 

Exeunt 

j ockie is led to whipping oucr the page, /peaking fofne 
words, but of ?io importance. Then is young Aire 
brought fo7dh to executwi by the Sheriff and Offi’' • 
cers, Mi/tris Shore weepmg, and maftcr Shore 
ffafidmg by, 

Aire, Good miftrifs Shore grieue me not with your 
teares ; 

But let me go in quiet to my end. 

ffa7ie, Alas poore foule ! 

Was neuer innocent thus put to death 1 
Aire, The mores my ioy that I am innocent. 

My death is the leffe grieuous, I am fo. 

yane. Ah mafter Airel the time hath been ere 
now^, 

When I haue kneeld to Edward on my knees, 

And beggd for him that now doth make me beg, 

1 liaue giuen him when he hath begd of me, 

Though he forbids to giue me when I beg. 

I haue ere now relieued him and his, 

Though he and his deny relief to me. 

Had I been enuious then, as Richard now, 

1 had not ftarud, nor Edwards foils been murderd, 

Nor Richard liued to put you now to death. 

Aire, The more, Jane, is thy vertue and his fin. 
Sheriff. Come fir difpatch ! 

Aire, Difpatch, fay you ? difpatch you may it 
call : 

He cannot flay when death difpatcheth all. 

Jane, Lord, is my fm fo horrible and grieuous, 

That I fliould now become a murderer 1 
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I’ haue faude the life of many a man condemxid, 

But neuer was the death of man before. 

That any man thus for my fake fhould die, 

Afflidls me more then all my mifery. 

Aire. Jane., be content ! 

I am as much indebted vnto thee, 

As vnto nature : I owed thee a life 
When it was forfeit vnto death by law. 

Thou begdfl it of the king and gau^Il it me. 

This houfe of fiefli, wherein this foul doth dwell, 

Is thine, and thou art landladie of it, 

And this poor life a Tenant but at pleafure, 

It neuer came to pay the rent till now, 

But hath run in arerage all this while, 

And now for very lliame comes to difcharge it, 

When death diflrains for what is but thy due. 

I had not ought thee fo much as I doe. 

But by thy only mercy to preferue it, 

Vntil I lofe it for my charity. 

Thou giufl me more than euer I can pay. 

Then do thy pleafure executioner 

And now, farewell, kind, vertuous, miflrifs Shore i 

In heauen weele meet again : in earth no more. 

Here he is executed. 
Jane. Farewell, farewell I thou for thy alms doT 
die, 

And 1 mull end here flarued in mifery ! 

In life my friend, in death He not forfake thee. 

Thpu goell to heauen \ I hope to ouertake thee. 

Shore, 0 world, what art thou ? man, euen from 
his birth, 

Finds nothing elfe but mifery on earth, 

Thou neuer (world) fcorndfl me fo much before ; 

But I vaine world doe hate thee ten times more. 

I am glad I fee approaching death fo nie 
World thou hatell me ; 1 thee, vain world dehe. 

I pray ye yet good mailer officers 1 

Do but this kindnefs to poore wretched fouls, 

As let vs haue the burial of our friend ; 
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Tt is but fo much labour failed for you. 

She. There, take his body! bury it where you 
will ; 

So it be quickly done out of the way. 

Exit Sheriff and Officers. 

yane. Whats he that begs the burial of my 
friend ? 

And hath fo oftentimes relieued me 1 
Ah, gentle fir to comfort my fad woe, 

Let me that good kind man of mercy know. 

Sho?r, Ah, Jane now there is none but thou 
and I, 

Look on me well. Knowft thou thy MattJmo 
Shore ? 

Jane, hly husband 1 then breake my heart , and 
line no more 1 

She fwouvds.^ and he fuf ports her in his armes. 

Shore. Ah my dcare Jane comfort thy heauy 
foule, 

Go not away fo foone ; a little hay, 

A little, little %vhile, that thou and I, 

Like man and wife may here together die. 

fane. How can I looke vpon my husbands face, 
That dramd myfcif, and wrought his deep clif- 
grace ? 

Shore. Jane, be content. Our woes are now 
alike. 

With one felf rod thou feefl God doth vs flrike. 

K for thy fin, ile })ray to heaiien for thee, 

And if for mine, do thou as much for me. 

Jane. Ah, Shore ill poffible thou canfl forgiue 
me ? 

Shore. Yes, Jane., I do. 

Jane. I cannot hope thou wilt 
My faults fo great, that I cannot expeft it. 

Shore. Ifaith, I do, as freely from my foule, 

As at Gods hands I hope to be forgiuen. 

ja7ie. Then God reward thee, for we now muh 
part : 
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I feel cold death doth feize vpon my heart 
Shore. And hc is come to me, Lo ! here he lies ; 

I feele him ready to clofe vp mine eyes. 

Lend me thy hand to burie this our friend, 

And then we both will haflen to our end. 

Here they put the body of yoiig Aire into a Coffin^ 
and then he fits dow?i on the one fide of it, and 
file Oft the other. 

Jane, fit thou there ! Here I my place will haue, 

G-iue me thy hand ; thus we embrace our graue, 

Ah, yane ! he that the depth of woe will fee, 

Let him but now behold our mifery 1 
But be content i this is the bell of ail, 

Lower than now we are, we cannot fall ! 

yane. Ah, I am faint 1 how happy Aire, art thou, 
Not feeling that which doth affiidl us now I 

Shore. Oh, happy graue 1 to us this comfort 
giuing 1 

Here lies two liuing dead ! here one dead Huing 1 
Here for his fake, lo ! this we do for thee ! 

Thou iookfl for one, and art poffeft of three. 

y^ane. Oh, dying marriage! oh, fweet married 
death 

Thou graue, which only fliouldft part faithful friends, 
Bringflvs togither, and dofl joine our hands. 

Oh, liuing death ! euen in this dying life, 

Yet, ere I go, once, Matthew kifs thy wife. 

He Mffeth her, and /he dies. 
Shore. Ah, my fweet y^am farewell, farewell, poor 
foul ! 

Now, tjsdii^'Iliekard do the worll thou canft. 

She doth defie thee. Oh, vnconllant world, 

Here lies a true anatomic of thee, 

A king had all my ioy, that her enioyed, 

And by a king again the was deflroyed. 

All ages of my kingly woes fhall tell. 

Once more, inconllant world farewell, farewell 

He dya. 
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Enter Sir Robert Brackenburie with huo or three of 

Ids Seruants, 

Bra, Sirs if the King, or elle the Duke of Buck- 
iTiglmm^ 

Do fend for me, I will attend them flraight. 

Hut what are thefe, here openly lie dead ^ 

Oh, God! tire one is miflrifs Shore; and this is 
Bloody 

That was my man. The third is mafler Aire^ 

Who fufifered death for his relieuiiig her. 

They fnall not thu^ lie in the open way. 

Lend me your hands and heauie hearts withall 
At mine own charge, He giue them biiriall 

They hear them thence^ 

Enter King Richard, crowned^ Buckingham, Anne 
of Warwicke, Louell, Catesby, Fogg, atid Attcn- 
da7its. 

Rich, Mofl noble Lords fmee it hath pleafed you^ 
Beyond our expedlation on your bounties, 

T’’ empale my temples with the Diademe, 

How far my quiet thoughts haue euer beene 
From this fo great maieilike fouerainty, 

Heauen bed can witnefs. Now I am your king, 

Long may I befo, to deferue your loue, 

But I will be a feruant to you all, 

Pray God my broken deeps may giue you reft. 

But onely that my bloud doth challenge it, 

Being your lawfull Prince by true fucceffion, 

I could haue widit with all my heart I could, 

This maiefty had fitten on the brow 
Of any other ! 

So much do I affedl a priuate life, 

To fpend my dayes in contemplation. 

But fmee that Heauen and you will haue it fo, 

I take crown as meekly at your hands, 

As free and pure from an ambitious thought. 
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As any new bom babe 1 Thus mud thou Richard^ 

afide. 

Seeme as a faint to men in outward Ihow, 

Being a very diiiili in thy heart. 

Thus mud thou couer all thy villanies, 

And keepe them clofe from ouerlookers eyes. 

Buck. My foiieraign by the general confent 
Of all the Lords and commons of the land, 

I tender to your royal maiedie 

This princely lady, the Lady Anne of Warwick., 

Judged the only worthied of your ioue, 

To be your highneffe bride, faire Englands Queen, 
Rich. My royall princely cofin, Buckingham 
I fee you driue to bleffe me more and more. 

Your bounty is fo large and ample to me, 

You ouerflow my fpirits with your great lone. 

I willingly accept this vertuous princefs, 

And crowne her angel-beauty with my loue. 

Lov. Then, at the hand of your high parliament, 

I giue her here vnto your maiedy, 

Rich. . Lord LoucU 1 I as heartily receiue her. 
Welcome, fair Queen 1 

Cat And from the lords and commons of your 
land, 

I giue the free and voluntary oath 
Of their allegeance to your maiedy, 

As to their foueraign and liege lord and lady, 

Richard the third and beauteous Anrie^ his queen, 

The true and lawful king and queen of England. 

Rich. 1 do accept it Cateshy., and returne 
Exchange of mutual and party ioue. 

Now, Fogge too, that in your traiterous libels, 

Befides the counterfeiting of our hand and feal 
For Ruff or though fo great a fault deferud 
To fuffer death, as he already hath, 

Going about to ilubber our renowne, 

And wound vs with reproach and infamy, 

Yet, Fo^e.^ that thou thyfelf maid plainly-fee 
How far I am from feekiiig diarp reuenge, 
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Fo^c^ I forgiiie thee. And withall we do 
Repeal our heauy fentence gainft Shores wife, 

Reflori ng all her goods ; for we intend 
With all the world now to be perfedl friends. 

Cat, Why, my good lord, you know flies dead 
already. 

Rich. True, Catesiry, elfe I ^ ne^er had fpoke fuch 
words q/ide. 

Alas I fee, our kindneffe comes too late, 

For Catesby tells me fhe is dead already. 

Cat I, my good lord, fo is her husband too. 

Rich. Would they had liude, to fee our friendly 
change, 

But, Catesby, fay, where died Shore and his wife % 

Cat, Where Aire was bang’d for giuing her re- 
lief, 

There both of them, round circkling his cold 
graue. 

And arme in arme, departed from this life. 

The people, for the love they bear to her 
And her kind husband, pitying his wrongs. 

For euer after meane to call the ditch 
Shores Ditch, as in the memory of them. 

Their bodies, in the Friers minorities, 

Are in one graue enterred all together. 

But miflrefs Stage, for her ingratitude 
To millrefs Shore, lies dead vnburied, 

And no one will afford her burial. 

' Rich. But miflrefs S/a^e, flie fliall haue burial 
too, 

What now ? we mufl be friends ; indeed we mufl. 

And now, my lords, I giue you all to know, 

In memory of our eternal ioue, 

I doe ordain an Order of the bath, 

Twelue knights in number of that royal! fort, 

Which Order, with ail princely ceremonies, 

Shall be obferued in all royall pompe, 

As Edwards, our forefather, of the garter, 

Which feafl our felfe and our beioued Qneene 



King Edward the fourth. 187 

Will p^fently folemnize in our perfon, 

Buc, Now am I bold to put your grace in mind 
Of my long fuit, and partly your own promife, 

The Earle of Hcrefords land. 

Rich, Coufin, weele better think of that here* 
after. 

Buc, My pains my lord hath not deferud delay. 
Rich, Will you appoint our time, then you fhall 
flay. 

For this hote haflinefs fir you fliall flay. 

Moue vs no more, you were bell. 

Buc. I Richard^ is it come to this ? 

In my firfl fuite of all, doft thou deny me, 

Breake thine^own word, and turn me off fo fleightly ? 
Richard.^ thou hadfl as good-.haue damnd thy foul, 

As bafely thus to deal with Buckingham. 

Richard.^ ile fit vpon thy crumped flioulder, 

I faith, I will, if heaven will glue me leaue ; 

And, Harry Richnond^ this hand alone 

Shall fetch thee home, and feat thee in his throne. 

Exit. 

Rich. What is he gone in heat, why, farewell he, 
He is difpleafed : let him be pleafed again, 

We haue no time to think on angry men. 

Come, my fweet Queen, let vs go folemnize 

Our Knighthoods Order in mofi. royall wife. Exeunt. 


FINIS. 
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The troubles of Queene Elizabeth. 
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A Prologtic to the P lay of Queem'Elhzhdh., 
as it was laji revived at tlie Cock-pit, 
in winch the Author taxeth the moft 
corrupted copy now imprinted, which 
was publifi^ without his confent. 


Prologue, 

Plays have a fate in their conception lent, 

Some fo fhort liv’d, no fooner Ihew’d, than fpent ; 
But borne to day, to morrow buried, and 
Though taught to fpeake, neither to goe nor fland. 
This : (by what fate I know not) fure no merit, 
That it difclaims, may for the age inherit, 

Writing ’bove one and twenty \ but ill nurfl, 

And yet receiv’d, as well perform’d at firfl, 

Grac’t and frequented, for the cradle age, 

Did throng the Seates, the Boxes, and the Stage 
So much ^ that fome by Stenography drew 
The plot : put it in print : (fcarce one word trew :) 
And in that lameneffe it hath limpet fo long, 

The Author now to vindicate that wrong 
Hath tooke the paines, upright upon its feete 
To teach it walke, fo pleafe you fit, and fee’t 




IF YOU KNOW NOT ME, 

YOU KNOW NOBODY j 

OR, 

The Troubles of Queen Elizabeth. 


E/iter Suffex Lord Chambedauu, 

Sufj. 

od morrow, my good Lord Chamberlaine. 
Z. Cham. Many good morrowes to my 
good Lor<l of SajJex. 

Suf. Who’s with the Queen, myLord '? 
The Cardinal of l¥inchcjlc7\ the Lord 
of Tame^ the good Lord Shmidoyfe\ and, befides, 
Lord Howard, Sir Henry Be^tingfield, and divers 
others. 

Sujf. A word my lord in private. 

Eftkr Tame and Shandoyfe. 

Shand. Touching the Queene, my lord, who now 
fits high, 

X 
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What thinks the realm of Philip, th’ Emperours 
fonne, 

A marringe by the Councell treated of ? 

Tame, Pray God ’t prove well 
S'uj]\ Good morrow lords. 

Uamc, Good morrow, my good Lord of Suffix. 
Shand, I cry your Honours mercy. 

Cham. Good morrow to the Lords of Tame and 
Shandoyfe. 

Tame, The like to you, my Lords. As you were 
fpeaking 

Enter Lord Howard and Sir Henry Beningfield. 

Bcntng. Concerning Wiat and the Kentifli rebels, 
Their overthrow is pad : the rebell Dukes, 

That fought by all meanes to proclaim Queen 
Jane, 

Chiefly No^ihumherland, for Guilfords fake 
He forc’d his brother Duke vnto that war; 

But each one had his merit. 

Ham, Oh my lord, 

The Law proceeded gaiiift their great offence, 

And tis not well, fmee they have fuffered judg- 
ment, 

That we fliould raife their fcandall, being dead : 

Tis impious, not by true judgment bred. 

Sujy Good morrow my Lord ; Good morrow, 
good Sir Henry, 

Bening, Pardon my lord I faw you not till 
now. 

Chum. Good morrow, good lord Mmrnrd, 

Horn. Your Honors. The like to you, my lords. 
Tame, With all my hart, Lord Iltmard, 

Chain, Forward I pray. 

Snff The Siiffolke men my Lord, were to the 

Queen 

The very ffayres by which flie did afeend : 

Shees greatly bound unto them for their loues. 
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you know no body, 

EiUcr Cardinall of Wmchcjlc7\ 

Winch, Good morrow, Lords. Attend the Qucene 
into the prefence. 

Suff. Your duties, Lords. Exeimt Onines. 


Enkr Tame hcarvig the purfe^ Shandoyfe the mace^ 
Howard the fccpfei^ Siiffex the crownc: then, the 
Queenc ; after her the Cardinally Sentlow, Gage, 
and attendants. 

Q?ieen. By Gods affiflance, and the power of 
heaven, 

We are inflated in our Brothers throne, 

And all thofe powers that warred againfl our right, 

By help of heauen and your friendly aide, 

Difperfed and fled, here we may fit fecure. 

Our heart is joyfull, lords, our peace is pure. 


Enter Dodds. 

Dodds. I do befeech your Maiefly perufe 
This poor petition. 

Queen. 0 Mafler Doddsy 
We are indebted to you for your loue. 

You flood vs in great flead, euen in our ebb 
Of fortune, when our hopes were neare declined, 

And when our flatc did beare the lowefl faile, 

Which we haue reafon to requite, we know ; 

Read his petition, my good Lord Cardinal!. 

Dodds. Oh, gracious foueraign, let my lord, the 
duke, 

Haue the perufmg of it, 

Or any other that is near your Grace, 

He will be to our fuite an oppofite. 

Winch. And reafon, fellow. Madam, here is a large 
recital and vpbraiding of your highnefs foueraignty : 
the Suffoike men, that lifted you to the throne, and 
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here poffefl you, claim your promife you made to them 
about Religion. 

Dodds. True, gracious Soueraign ; 

But that we do vpbraid your maielly, 

Or make recitall of our deeds forepaR, 

Other then confcience, lioneRy, and zeale, 

By loue, by faith, and by our duty bound 
To you, the true and next fucceffiue heir, 

If you contrary this, I needs muR hiy, 

Your skilleffe tongue doth make our well-timed words 
Jarre in the Princefle ears ] and of our text 
You make a wrong conRrudlion. Gracious Quccne, 
Your humble fubiedls proRrate in my mouth 
A general fuit : when we hrR flockt to you, 

And made hrR head with you at Fromagham^ 

Twas thus concluded, that we, your liegemen, 

Should Rill enioy our confciences, and vfe 
That faith which in King Edwards dayes was held 
canonicall. 

Winch. May’t pleafe your highnes note the Com- 
mons infolence : 

They tie you to conditions and fet limits to your 
liking. 

Queen. They fliall know, 

To whom their faithfull duties they doe owe : 

Since Chey, the limbs, the head would feeke to fway, 
Before they gouerne, they Riall learnc t’ obey. 

See it feuerely ordered, Whic/ie/kr. 

Winch. Away witli him, it fliall be througbly 
fcand ; 

And you vpon tlie pillory three dayes Rand. 

Exit Dodds. 

Fenmg. Has not your fiRer, gracious Queene, a 
hand 

In thefe petitions ? Well your highnefs knoives, 

Slie is a fauourite of thefe lierctiques. 

I [inch. And well remembred. IsR not probable 
That Rie in Wiais expedition, 

And other infurredlions lately tjueld, 
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Was a confederate ? If your highnefs will 
Your own eflate preferuej you mufl forefee 
Fore danger, and cut off all fucli as would 
Your fafe ty preiudice. 

Bcnmg, Such is your filler, a mere oppofite 
To vs in our opinion \ and, befides, 

Shes next fucceffive, fliould your maiefly 
Die iffuleffe, which hcauen defend. 

Omnes. Which heauen defend. 

Benirig, The date of our Religion would decline. 
Queen. My loi'ds of Tame and Chandoyfe^ 

You two fliall haue a lirm comniiffion fealed 
To fetch our fider, young Elizabeth., 

From AJhhridge., where Are lies, and with a band 
Of armed fouldiers to conduct her vp to Lojido7i^ 
Where we will heare her. 

Sent. Gracious Queen, 

She only craues but to behold your face, 

That die might cleare herfelfe 

Of all fuppofed treafons, dill proteding 

She is as true a fubiecfl to your Grace, 

As Hues this day. 

Which. Doe you not heare with what a fancy im- 
pudence 

This Sentlow here prefumes ? 

Queen. Away with him, lie teach him know his 
place ; 

To frown when we frown, fmile on whom we grace. 
Winch. ^Twill be a means to keep the red in 
awe, 

Making th.eir Soueraigns brow, to them a law. 

Queen. All thofe that feeke our fiders caiife to 
fauour, 

Let them be lodged. 

Winch. Young Courtney^ Earle of DeuonJIm% 
feems chiefly 
To afifedl her fadlion. 

Queen. Commit him to the Tower^ 
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lirnc affords vs and our Coancell breathing f{)acc.. 

xl honic U'ithbL 

Wlienco is that Poile ? 

ConjL My foiieraign, it is from So/nZ/tr/ziy/o/i. 

()y/6V/7. Our iC{:votary, vnfealo them, 

And return vs prefen t an fwer of the contents. 

^\'lla^s the mainc biUincflc. 

S/i€ f/'cakes to t/cO L. ConftahL, 
CoiijL That Philip, Prince of Spain i\ 

Son to the Einpcrour, is fafely aniu’d, 

And landed at Sonilianipton. 

Queen. Prepare to meet him, Lords, with all our 
]\>mpe. 

JJv:a. Prepare you, lords, with our fahe Queene 
to ride ; 

And his high princely Rate let no man hide. 

Queen. Sot forward, lords : this fudden newos is 
fweet ; 

Two royall loners or. the mid wa,y meet. Ex omnes. 


Enter Majlcr Gage, and a GoitUiivnian. 

Gape. Good raorrow, miRrcfie. Came you fronsi 
tlu^ Princeffe *? 

ITo/n. Mailer Gape^ I did. 

Gape. ITow fares her grace ? 

IFo/n. O w'ondroiis cnizy, gentle Mailer Gape. 
lier ileepes are all vii«|uiel, and her head 
Beats, and grows gitldy with continuall griefe. 

Gape. God grant her comfort, and roleafe her 
paine, 

So good a lady few on earth remaine. 


Enter the Clounc. 
Clown. Oh, arme, arme, arme. 
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you know no body. 

Gage. How now, whats the matter % 

Clown. Oh Lord the houfe is befet : fouldiers are 
as hot as fire, are ready to enter euery hole about the 
houfe I for as I was a’th top of the flacke, the found 
of the drum hot me fuch a box a’th eare, that I 
came tumbling down the flack, with a thoufancl 
billets a’th top on me. Look about, and helpe, for 
God fake. 

Gage. Heauen guard the Princeffe 1 grant that all 
be well ! 

This drum, I feare will proue her paffing-belL 

Enter Tame and Shandoyfe, with Sotdd/ers^ 
drum, 

Tame. Wheres the Princeffe I 
Gage. Oh my honoured lords, 

May I with reuerence prefume to aske 
What meanes thefe armes ? Why do you thus 
begirt 

A poor weake lady, neare at point of death 1 

Shajid. Pefolue the Princeffe we muff fpeake with 
her. 

Ge?itiew. My lords, 

Know there is no admittance to her prefence 
Without the leaue firff granted from herfelf. 

Tame. Goe tell her we muff, and will. 

Gentkw. He certify fo much. Exit Woman. 

Gage. My lords, as you are honorably borne, 

As you did loue her Father, or her Brother, 

As you doe owe allegeance to the Queene, 

In pity of her weakneffe and low ffate, 

With beff of fauour her commiferate. 

Enter Woman. 

Woman. Her Grace intreats you but to ffay till 
morne, 
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And then your mefiage fliall be heard at full 
ShaniL ''Tis from the Queene, and we will fpeake 
with her. 

// 'orr:. He certify fo much. 

Tame. It Iball not need — Preffe after her my 
Lord. 


RnU'r Fdizabeth, m her led. Do tier Owine, and Do Dor 
Wenditli. 

Eliz, We are not pleafed with your intriifion? 
lords, 

Is your hail fuch, or your affiires fo vrgent, 

That fuddenly, and at this time of night, 

You i^reffc on me, and will not llay till morne ? 

Tame. Sorry we are, fweet lady^, to behold you 
In this fad plight. 

Eliz. And I, my lords, not glad. 

My heart, oli, how it beates. 

'SJiaiid. Madam, 

Our ineflage, and our duty from our Queenc, 

We come to tender to you. It is her pleafure 
That you the 7 . day of this moneth, appeare 
At Wefaniniler. 

Eliz. At Weflminflerl My lords, no foule more 
glad then I 

To doe my duty to her Majefly ; 

Tut I am forry at tlte heart. — My heart 1 
Oh goodi doctor raife (me. Oh, my heart 1 — I hope 
my lords, 

Confidering my extremity and weaknefs, 

You will difpenfe a little with your hafte. 

Tame Doctor Owine and Do61or Wenditk^ 

You are the Queenes phyfitians, truly fwom 
On your allegeance : 

As before her highnefs you will anfwer it, 

Speak, may the Princefs be remoif d with life ? 
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D. 02a. Not without danger, lords, yet without 
death. 

Her feuer is not mortall ; yet you fee 

Into what danger it hath brought the Princefle. 

Shand, Is your opinion fo 1 

D. Weihl My iudgement is, not deadly but yet 
dangerous. 

No fooner fliall flie come to take the aire 
But die ivill faint ; and, if not well prepared 
And attended, her life is in much danger. 

Tiwa:. Madam, we take no pleafure to deliuer 
So flridl a meffage. 

Eliz. Nor I my lords to heare a meffage deliuered 
with fuch flriclnefs. 

Well, mufL I go ? 

Shand. So fayes the Queene. 

Eliz. Why, then, it muft be fo. 

Tame. To-morrow earely then you mufl prepare. 
Eih. Tis many a morrow fmce my feeble legs 
Felt this my bodies waight — O I diall faint, 

And if I tafte the rawneffe of the aire, 

I am but dead ; indeed, I am but dead 
’Tis late ; condudl thefe lords vnto their chambers, 
And cheere them well, for they haue iournied hard, 
Whilfl we prepare vs for our moiTows iourney. 

Shand, Madam, the Queen hath fent her letter for 
you. 

Ek'z. The Queen is kinde, and we will flriue with 
death 

To tender her our life. 

We are her fubiecSl, and obey her heft. 

Good night : we wifli you what w^e want — good refl. 

Exeunt onmes. 

Enter Queen Mary, Philip, and all the Nobles but 
Tame and Shandoyfe. 

Queen, Thus in the face of Heauen, and broad 
eye 
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If yo7L know not nie^ 

Of all the miiltiUide, 

We giue a welcome to the Spanifh rrince. — 

Thofe plaufiiie lliouts, which giue you enleriaine, 
Ecclio as much to the Almiglities cares, 

And there they found with jjleafure, tliat excels 
The clamorous tvum])Cts and loud ringing hells. 

Phil. Hirice excellent and euer gratious Princcffe, 
Doubly famous for vcrtue and for beauty. 

We embrace your large-Rr etched honours with the 
arms of loue. 

Our royal marriage, treated firfl in heauen, 

To be folemnized here, both by Gods voice 
And by our lones confent, we thus embrace. 

Now Spain and E/iiiland, two ] 30 ]:)nlous kingdomes 
That haue a long time been opi)ofd 
In hoftile emulation, fliail be at one. 

This fliall be Spanijh-En^land.^ ours Eng/iJh-Spaine. 

FloriJIi. 

Queen. II ark the redoubling ecchoes of the 
people, 

How it proclaimcs their loues, and welcome to this 
union. 

Phil. Then here before lire ynllars of the land, 

We do embrace and make a luiblike contraci 
Our fouls are ioyfull : then, bright heauen s fmile, 
Wliilil we proclaim our new-vnited (lilc. 

Queen. Reade Suj/ex. 

Sul)', {reads). Philip and ]\Iaiy, by the yraee of God, 
King and England, Spaine, France, Ire- 

land ; IGiig and Queen of Naples, Cicilia, l.eon, and 
Aragon : Ereh-JJ/dr and PucJieJje of Aullria, Biir- 
gondy, of Brabant, Zealandi, enui Holland : Prince 
and Prbiccffc of Sweaue ; Count and Counle/fc of Hal- 
burge, jMaiorca, Sardinia, of the frnic land and maine 
ocean fea ; Palatines of Hierufalem and of tienolt ; 
Lord and Lady of Friefland, and of the Lies ; a?id 
Goucriior and Gouerneffe of all Africa and Afia. 

O'mncs. Long line the King and Queene. 
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know no body. 

King and Qn. We thanke you all. 

Z. ConJI. When pleafe yonr highnefs to folemnize 
this your nuptials ? 

Queen. The twenty-fifth day of this month, July. 
PM. It likes vs well. But, royall Queen, we 
want 

One lady at this high folemnity ; 

We haiie a fifter called EUzahcih, 

Whofe virtues, and endowments of the mind, 

Haue filid the eares of Spaine. 

Winch. Great are the caufes, now too long to 
fay, 

Why fhee my foueraign, fliould be kept away. 

Conji. The Lords of Tame and Sha?idoyfe are re- 
turn’d. 

Enter Tame and Shandoyfe^ and Gage. 

Qnee7i. How fares our filler % Is the come along ? 
Tame. We found the Princeffe -ficke and in great 
danger ; 

Y et did we vrge our fLridt commiflion : 

She much entreated that die might be fpar’d 
Vntili her health and flrength might be reflor’d. 

Sha7id. Two of your highnes dodlors we then 
call’d, 

And charged them, as they would anfwer it, 

To tell the truth, if that our iourneys toile 
Might be no preiudice vnto her life, 

Or if we might with fafety bring her thence. 

They anfwered that we might. We did fo. 

Here fhe is, to doe her duty to your maiefly. 

Qiie€7i. Let her attend : we will find time to 
heare her, 

PML But, royall Queen, yet, for her vertiies fake, 
Deeme her offences, if die haue offended, 

With all the lenity a fifler can. 

Qtmn. My Lord of Winchejler^ my Lord of 
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Loni Iforcurn/, Tawc, imd S/u7//(f(nfe, 

Take you conimilllon lo examine lier 
Of all rupiJofecl crimes. — So to our luiptials. 

JV/i/. \Vliat felliiiall more royall hath been feciij 
Then twixt S/ii/z/s [’rince, and Eiiglamfs royall 
Queen % ILvenot. 


EnitT EJizah'tJu, Jirr Gcrii'laooman, and three hoitJJiold 
St r Hants. 

Elh. Is not my genii eman-vflier yet returned ? 
Genttera, Madam, not yet. 

E/is. (), (.lod ! my fear hath been 
Good phyfickc ; hut the Queens difpleafure, that 
Hath curetl my bodies imperfedlion, 

Hath made me heart Tick, brain fick, and fick eiien 
to death. 

What are you ’? 

I Sen/. Your houfliold officers and humble fer- 
uants, 

Who, now your houfe, fair Princefs, is cliffolued, 

And ([iiiie broke vp, come to attend your Grace. 

E/iz. \\ c thanke you, and are more indebted for 
your Idles 

Then we haue ])ower or vertue to re(]nite. 

Alas 1 I am all the Queens, yet nothing of myfelfe ; 
But God and inmx'ence, 

Be you my patrons, and defend my caufe* 

Why wee])e you, gentlemen 

Cooh. iS'Ot for ourfelues : men are not made to 
weep 

At their ownc fortunes. Our eyes are made of fire ; 
And to extract waiter from fire is hard. 

Nothing but luch a Princefie griefe as yours, 

So good a lady, and fo beautiful, fo abfolute a 
miflrifs. 

And perfect, as you euer haue been, 

Plane power to doe’t : your forrow makes vs fad, 

Eliz. My innocence yet makes my heart as light 
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As my front’s lieauy. All that Heauen fends is wel- 
come. 

Gentlemeiij diuide thefe few crownes amongfl you : 

I am now a prifoner, and Hiall want nothing. 

I haue fome friends about her Maiefly 

That are proiiiding for me all things, all things ; 

I, euen my graue ; and being poffefl of that, 

I fliall need nothing. Wecpe not, I pray ; 

Rather, you fhould reioice. If I mifcarry 
In this enterprife, and you aske why, 

A Virgin and a Martyr both I die. 

Elder Gage, 

Gage, He that firfl gaue you life, protedl that life 
From thofe that wifh your death. 

Eliz, Whats my offence ? who be my acciifers I 
Gage, Madam, that the Queene and WmcJieJier 
befl know. 

EUz. What fays the Queen vnto my late petition % 
Gage, You are denide that grace ; 

Her maiefly will not admit you conference. 

Sir William Senllow, vrging that motion, 

Was firft committed, fmce fent to the Tower. 

Madam, in brief, your foes are the Queens friends, 
Your friends her foes. 

Six of the Councei are this day appointed 
To examine you of certain articles. 

Eliz. They fhall be welcome. My God, in whom 
in whom I trufl, 

Will help, deliver, faue, defend the iufl. 

EiiEr Winchefter^ Stiffex,, Howard, Tame, SJia?idoyfe, 
and CojiJlable. 

Sufs, All forbeare this place, vnleffe the Princefs. 

, Winch, Madam, 

We from the Queen are joiiid in full commiffion. 

Tiny jii : Jlie hiceles. 
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Sufs. T>y your faiiour, good my lord, 

Ere you i)roceed — Madam, altliough this place 
Dotli tye you to this reuerence, it becomes not, 

You being a Princefs, to deicdl your knee. — 

A cliair there 1 

Eliz. My duty with my fortunes doe agree, 

And to the Queene in you I bend my knee. 

Sufs. You fliall not kncele where Su/J'cx fits in 
place. — 

The chamber-keeper, a chaire there, for her Grace I 
Winc/i. Madam, perhaps you cenfure hardly 
That was enforced in this commiffion. 

Eliz. Know you your own guilt, my good Lord 
Chancellor, 

That you accufe yourfelfe ? I thinkc not fo : 

I am of this mind — no man is my foe. 

PVincE Madam, 

I would you would fubinit vnto her highnes. 

Eliz. Submit, my Lord of WiNc/ufer I Tis fit 
That none but bafe offenders Ihould fubmit. 

No, no, my lord : I eafdy fpie your drift : 

Hailing nothing whereon you can accufe me, 

Do feek to hauc myfclfe myfelfe betray ; 

So by myfelfe mine owne blood Ihould be fpilt. 
Confeffe fubraiffion, I confeffe a guilt. 

Tame. What anfwer you to liya/s late rebellion ? 
Madam, tis thought that you did fet them on. 

Etiz. Who ill will fay fo ? Men may tnuch fuf 
pe<5l, 

But yet, my lord, none can my life dctedl. 

1 a confederate with thofe Kentifli rebels ! 

If I ere faw, or lent to them, let the Queen take my 
head. 

Hath not proud Wzaf fuffered for his offence 1 
And in the imrging both of foul and body for 
lieauen, 

Did JViaf then accufe Elizabeth ? 

S?{fs. Madam, he did not 
Eliz, My reuerent lord, I know it. 
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How, Madam he would not. 

Elk. Oh my good lord he could not. 

Sujs. The fame day 

Frogfnortoii was arraigned in the Guildhall, 

It was impofd on him, whether this Princefs 
Had a hand with him, or no : he did deny it"!’ 

Cleared her fore his death, yet accufed otheis. 

Elk. My God be praifed ! 

This is newes but of a minute old. 

Shand. What anfvver you to Sir Pcto^ Carau, in 
the Weft — 

The Weflern rebels ? 

Elk. Aske the vnbom infant : fee what that will 
anfwer ; 

For that and I are both alike in guilt. 

Let not by rigor innocent blood be fpilt. 

Winch. Come, madam ; anfwer briefly to thefe 
treafons. 

Elk. Treafon, Lords 1 If it be treafon 
To be the daughter to th’ eight Henry., 

Sifter to Edward, and the next of blood 
Vnto my gracious Soueraign, the now Queene, 

I am a traitor : if not, I fpit at treafon. 

In Henries reign, this law could not haue flood. 

Oh, God chat we fliould fufler for our blood. 

Conjl. Madam, 

The Qiieene muft heare you fing another fang, 

Before you part with vs. 

Elk. My God doth know, 

I can no note but truth ; that with heauens King 
One day in quires of angels I fhali fmg. 

Winch. Then, madam, you will not fubmit ? 

Elk. My life I will, but not as guilty. 

My lords, let pale offenders pardon craue : 

If we offend, laws rigor let vs haue. 

Winch. You are fiubborne. — Come, lets certify the 
Queeiie. 

Tame. Roome for the lords^ there 1 

Examt Coimcel. 
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If yon kno’'Jo not 7ne, 

EIiz> Thou Power Eternal, Innocents iufl guide, 
That fwny’ll the feepter of all monarchies, 

Ih'otcdl the guilllciTe from Ihcfe rauening jawes, 

That hydooiis death prefent by tyrants laws : 

And as my Itcart is knowne to thee mofl pure, 

Grant me rclcafc, or patience to endure. 

Enter Gage and Sernanis. 

Gage, Madam, we, your poor humble feruants, 
Made bold to ])refs into your Graces prefence, 

To know how your caiife goes. 

EUz. W^ell, well ; I thank my God, well 
How can a caufe go ill with innocents ? 

For they to whom wrongs in this world are done, 
Shall be rewarded in the world to come. 

Enter the fix Councelloi^s, 

Which, It is the pleafure of her maiefly, 

That you be flraight committed to the Tower, 

EJh, 'Phe Tower 1 for wliat ? 

Winch, Moreover, all your houfehold feruants 
V\c haiie difebarged, except this gentleman, yotir 
vfner, 

Ami this gcntlcw'oman : thus did the Queen con)- 
rnand. 

And for your guard, an hundred Northern 'white- 
cotes 

Are aj)pointod to conducl you thither. 

'Po-night, viito your ('ham];er : to-morrow earcly 
Prepare you for tlie 'Tower. 

Your barge Puiiids ready to condudl you thither. 

She kneeks, 

EUz. Oh, God, mv heart ! A prifoner in the 
'Tower ? 

Speak to the Quocno, my lords, that fome otlier place 
^i;iy lodge iier frller ; tliats loo vile too bale. 
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Sufs. Come, my lords, lets all ioin in one petition 
to the Queen, 

That the may not be lodged within the Tower. 

Winch. My lord, you know it is in vain ; 

For the Queens fentence is dehnitiue, 

And we mufl fee’t performed, 

Elis. Then, to our chamber, comfortlelie and 
fad : 

To-morrow to the Tower — that fatall place, 

Where I fliall nere behold the funnes bright face. 

Stifs. Now, God forbid ! a better hap Heauen 
fend. 

Thus men may mourn for what they cannot mend. 

Exeicnt omnes. 

Enter three white-cote Son/diers, with a jacke of heere. 

1. Come, my mailers, you know your charge. 
Tis now about eleuen : here we mull watch till 
morning, and then carry the Princeffe to the 
Tower. 

2 . How fhall we fpend the time till morning ? 

3. Mafs, wele drink, and talke of our friends. 

2, 1 but, my friend, do not talk of State matters. 

I. Not I : lie not meddle with the State. I hope 

this a man may fay, without offence — prethee drink 
to me. 

3. With all my heart, ifaith: this a man might 
lawfully fpeak. But now, faith, what wail about to 
fay % 

1. Mass, I fay this— -that the Lady EUzUheth is 
both a lady and Elizabeth ; and if I fliouid fay ilie 
were a vertuous princefs, were there any harm in 
that ? 

2. No, by my troth, theres no harm in that. But 
beware of talking of the Princefs. Lets meddle with 
our kindred ; there we may be bold. 

I. Well, firs, I haue two lifters, and the one ioues 
. the^other, and would not fend her to prifon for a miL 

p • 
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lion. Is there any harm in this ? He keepe myfelfe 
within compafic, I warrant you : for I do not talke of 
the Queene; I talk of my fihers. lie keepe myfelfe 
within my compafs, I warrant you. 

3. I hut fir; that word filler goes hardly down. 

1. Why, fir, I hope ca man may be hold with his 
own. I learned that of the Queen, He keepe my- 
lelfe within compaffe, I warrant you. 

2. I but fir, wliy is the Prince fs committed 1 

1. It may be, llie doth not know herfelf. It may 
be, the Queene knowes not the caiife. It may be, my 
Lord of Wi/ic/icfitT dotli not know. It may be fo : 
nothing is impollible. It may be, theres knauery in 
monkery : theres nothing iinpoffible. Is there any 
harm in that '? 

2. Shoomaker, you goe a little beyond your 
lail. 

1. Why? In faying nothing’s iinpoffible? He 
fland to it. For faying a truth’s a truth ? He proue 
it. For faying there may be knauery in munkeiy ? 
He iiillify it. I do not fay there is, but may be. I 
know what I know: he knowes what he knowes. 
hlariy, we know not what euery man knowes. 

2. My mailers, we haite tailed fo long, that I 
ihinke tis clay. 

1. I think fo too. — Is there any harme in all 
this ? 

2. None ith world. 

3. And I thinke by this time tlie Princeffe is 
ready to take her barge. 

I. Come, then, lets go. Would all were well. 

Is there any harme in all this ? but, alas ! 

Willies and teares hauc both one property ; 

They fliew their lone that want the remedy. 

Examt mines, 

Enia' Winchefler and Eeningfield. 

Wi 7 Kh. Did you not mark what a piteous eye flie 
call 
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To the Queens window, as Ihe pafs’d 
Fain fhe would haue flaid, but that I 
The bargemen to make halle and row 
Belling, The bargemen were too ^ 
lord, 

In Haying till the water was fo low ; , ^ '^tidgQy 

For then, you know, being vnderneath ^ 

The barges Herne did Hrike vpon the 
And was in danger to haue drownd 
Winch, Well, Hie hath fcapd that 
Would Hie but conform herfelf in her op^ 

She onely might rely vpon my loue, 

To win her to the fauour of the j5 is W 

Bening, But that will neuer be : 

Hire ; 

It ihe be guilty in the leaH degree, • 

May all her wrongs furuiue and light oi^ ipoth. ways 
If other ways, that Hie be cleared* 

I wifli her downe, or eife her Hate to 


Enter Suffex, Tame, Howard, Shandoy^*^^^ 
Sufs, Why doth the Princeffe keep^. 


0id Gage, 
jjer barge fo 


long ? 




caufe. 


Why lands Hie not ? Some one go fe^ , ^d. 

Gage. That Hiall be my charge, my ^xii Gage. 

wondrous 

Sufs. Oh, me my lords, her 
hard. l^tit 

I haue feene the day my hand Ide 
To bring my foueraigns fiHer to the To 
Good my lords, Hretch your commilfiot^^j.. 

To do this Princeffe but forae little fati 
Shand. My lord, my lord, 

Let not the loue we bear the PrinceH^ uying with 
Incur the Queens difpleafure : tis^ no Queene ? 
meters of State. Who dares gainfay ^ I - 
Sffs, Marry a God, not I ; no, no? pQirow 
Yet who Hiall hinder thefe mine eyes t p 2 
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For her forrow ? By Gods marry dear, 

That the Qiicenc could not, though herfelf were here. 
My lords, my lords, if it were held foule treafon 
'ro grieue for her hard vfage, by my foule, 

IMine eyes would hardly proue me a true fubiedl. 

Tis tlie Queens ]}leafure, and we mufl obey ; 

But I lliali mourn, lliould King and Queen fay nay. 

Enter Gage. 

Gage, My grlcued miflrefs humbly thus intreats, 
P'or to remoue back to the common flaires, 

And not to land where tray tors put to fliore. 

Some difference die entreats your honours make 
Tu'ixt Cryflal fountains and foul, muddy fprings ; 
Twixt thole that are condemned by the law, 

And thofe whom treafons flaine did neuer blemiih. 
Thus (he attends your anfwer ; and fits flill, 

Whilfl her wet eyes full many a tear doth fpill. 

S'i/fs, Marry a God, tis true, and tis no reafon. 
Lanch bargeman ! — 

Good lady land where traitors vfe to land. 

And fore her guilt be proued ? Gods marry, no, 

And the Queen wills it, that it fliould be fo. 

Chniki, My lord, you mufl looke into our commif- 
fion. 

No Tailor’s granted, flie of force miiR land : 

Tis a decree which we cannot withlland. 

So tell her, Mafler Gage, Exit Gage. * 

Snfs. As good a lady as ere England hired. 

Would he that caufed this woe had loll his head ! 

Enter Gage, Elizabeth, and Clarentia, her Gmik- 
woman. 

Gage, hladam, you haue flept too fliort into the 
water. 

Eliz, No matter where I tread. 

Would where I let my foot there lay my head. 
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Land traitor like ! My foots wet in the flood ; 

So fliall my heart ere long be drencht in blood. 

Enter Co?iJiabIe, 

Winch. Here comes the Conflable of the Tower. 
This is your charge. 

Conji. And I receiue my prifoner. — Come, will 
you go 1 

Eliz. Whither, my lord ? vnto a grate of iron, 
Where griefe and care my poore heart fliail en- 
uiron ? 

I am not well. 

Sufs. A chair for the Princeffe ! 

Conji. Heres no chair for prifoners. 

Come, will you fee your chamber ? 

Eiiz, Then, on this flone, this cold ftone, I will 
fit 

I needs mufl fay, you hardly me entreat, 

When for a chair this hard ftone is my feat. 

Sufs. My lord, you deal too cruelly with the 
Princefs. 

You knew her father ; flies no flranger to you. 

Tame. Madam, it raines. 

Sufs. Good lady, take my cloake. 

Eiiz. No ; let it alone. See, gentlemen, 

The piteous heauens weepe teares into my bofom. 

On this cold flone I fit, raine in my face ; 

But better here then in a woifer place, 

Where this bad man will lead me. 

Ciarentia^ reach my booke. 

Now, lead me where you pleafe, from fight of day, 

Or in a dungeon I fhall fee to pray. 

Exeunt Elizabeth, Gage, Clarentia, and Conflable. 
Sufs. Nay, nay, you need not bolt and lock fo 
fall; 

She is no flarter. — Honorable lords, 

Speake to the Queene flie may haue fome releafe. 
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E7ifcr Co}iJldbie. 

Conjl, SOj fo. Let me alone, let me alone to 
coope her. 

11c vfc her fo, the Queen fliall much commend 
My diligent care. 

Iloto. Where bane you left the Princeffe % 

Conji. Where die is fafe enough, I warrant you. 

I haue not granted her the priuilege 
Of any walke or garden, or to ope 
lier windowes cafements to receiue the air. 

Sujs, My lord, my lord, you deal without re« 
fpedl, 

And worfe then your conimiffion can maintain. 

Cotiji. My lord, I hope I know my office 
well, 

And better then yourfelf within this place : 

Then teach not me my duty. She ffiall be vfed fo 
dill; 

The Queene commands, and He obey her will. 

Enfs. But if this time fliould alter, marke me 
well, 

Could this be anfwer’d ? Could it fellow peers ? 

I think not fo. 

Co7iJl, Tufh, tuffi 1 the Queen is young, likely to 
beare 

Of her own body a more royall heir. 

Enter Gage. 

Gage. My lords, the Princeffe humbly entreats, 
That her owne feruants may beare vp her diet. 

A company of bafe, vntutord flaues, 

Whofe hands did neuer feme a princefs board, 

Do take that priuiledge. 

Conjl, Twas my appointment, and it ffiall be fo* 
Stifs. Gods marry, deare, but it ffiall not be. 

Lord Howard^ ioine with me : well to the King* 



215 


you hwm no body. 

Enter Souldkrsy with dijhes^ 

Gage. Stay, good my lords : for inllance, fee, they 
come. 

If this be feemly, let your honours iudge. 

Sufs, Come, come, my lords : why doe you Hay 
fo long % 

The Queens high fauour lhall amend this wrong. 

Exeiifit om7ies^ prceter Gage Co7iJlab. 
Conji. Now fir, what haue you got by your com- 
plaining, you common find-fault. What is your Miflris 
Homacke fo queafie ? our honell Souldiers muft not 
touch her meat, then let her fall \ I know her flomacke 
will come downe at lall. 

Enter Souldiers with more dijhes. Gage takes one from 
them. 

Gage. Untutord flaue, He eafe thee of this 
burthen. 

Her highneffe fcorns 

To touch the difh her feruants bring not vp, 

Conjl. Prefume to touch a difh, He lodge thee 
there, 

Where thou fhalt fee no fun, in one whole yeare. 

Exeunt Co?iJiable and Soldiers. 
Gage. I would to God you would in any place 
Where I might Hue from thought of her difgrace I 
Oh I thou all-feeing heauens, with piteous eye 
Look on the oppreflions of their cruelty- 
Let not thy truth by falfliood be oppreft. 

But let her vertues fhine, and giue her reft 
Confound the flights and pradlife of thofe men, 

Whofe pride doe kick againfl the feat of Heauen. 

Oh ! draw the curtains from their filthy fm, 

And make them loathe the hell which they hue im 
Profper the Princeffe, and her life defend ; 

A glorious comfort to her troubles fend. 

If euer thou hadfl pity, hear my prayer. 

And giue releafment to a Princes care. Exit Gage. 
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A DUMB SHOW. 

Ejtfer fix with torches. Tame mid Chanclos, hare- 
headed ; Philip and hlary after them ; then Win- 
cheflerj Beningfield, mid Attendants. At the 
other door, Suflex and Ploward. Suffex dcUuers 
a petition to the King^ the King rccciucs it, /hows it 
to the Queen ; fie flows it to Winchefler and to 
Beningfield ; they form : the King whifpers to 
Suffex, and raifes him and Howard ; giues them 
the petition : they take their leaiics and depart. The 
King whifpers a little to the Queen. Exeunt. 

Enter Confahle and Gage. 

Gage. The Princefs thus entreats you honord 
lord ; 

She may but walke in the Lieutenants garden. 

Or elfe repofe lierfelfe in the Queens lodgings. 

My honourd lord, grant this, as you did loue 

The famous Henry, her deceafed father. 

Conf. Come, talke not to me, for I am re- 
folu’d 

Nor lodging, garden, nor Lieutenants walkes, 

Shall here be granted : fhes a prifoner. 

Gage. My Lord, they fliall. 

Conf. How fliall they, knaue ? 

Gage. If the Queen pleafe, they fliall 

A noble and right reuerend coimcellor 

Promifd to beg it of her Maiefly ; 

And if fhe fay the word, ray lord, fhe fliall 

Conf I \ if file fay the word, it fhall be fo. 

My Lord of Winchefer fpeakes the contrary ; 

So doe the clergy : they are honefl men. 

Gage. My honoured lord, why fliould you take de- 
light 

To torture a poor lady innocent ? 
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The Queene I know, when fhe fhall heare of this, 

Will greatly difcommend your cruelty. 

You feru’cl her father, and he louM you well : 

Y ou feru’d her brother, and he held you deare ; 

And can you hate the fifler he bell loued ? 

You feme her fifler ; flie efteemes you high, 

And you may liue to feme her, ere you die- 
And, therefore, good my lord, let this preuail : 

Only the cafements of her windowes ope, 

\¥liereby Ihe may receiue frefh gladfome air. 

Conjl. Oh 1 you preach well to deaf men : no, 
not I. 

So letters may fly in ; He none of that. 

She is my prifoner ; and if I durfl, 

But that my warrant is not yet fo ftridl, 

Ide lay her in a dungeon where her eyes 
Should not haue light to read her prayer-booke. 

So would I danger both her foul and body, 

Caufe fhe an alien is to vs Catholikes : 

Her bed fhould be all fnakes, her refl defpaire ; 
Torture fliould make her curfe her faithleffe prayer. 

Entc7* Suffex, Howard, and Seniants, 

Stiff, My lord, it is the pleafure of the Queene, 

The prifoner Princeffe fliould haue all the vfe 
Of the Lieutenants garden, the Queens lodgings, 

And all the liberty this place affords. 

Conjl, What meanes her Grace by that ? 

Sujf, You may goe aske her, and you will, my 
lord. 

Moreouer, tis her highnefs further pleafure, 

That her fworne feruants fhall attend on her : 

Two gentlemen of her ewry, two of her pantry, 

Two of her kitchin, and two of her wardrobe, 

Befides this gentleman here Mailer Gage, 

Conff The next will be her freedom. Oh this 
mads me. 

Row. Which way lies the Princeffe % 
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Confl, This waj^, my lord. 

How, This will be glad tidings. Come, lets tell 
her Grace. 

Exeunt omnes, pmter Conjlable 6^ Gage. 
Ga^e, Wilt pleafe your honour let my lady 
walke 

In the Lieutenants garden, 

Or may but fee the lodgings of the Queen, 

Or ope the cafements to receiue frefli air ? 

Shall file, my lord ? Shall flie this freedom vfe ? 

She fliall for you can neither will nor chufe. 

Or fhall fhe haue fome feruants of her own, 

To attend on her % I pray, let it be fo ; 

And let your looke no more poore prifoners 
daunt, 

I pray, deny not what you needs mull grant 

Exit Gage. 

Conjt. This bafe groome flouts me. Oh this frets 
my heart : 

Thefe knaues will iet vpon their priuiledge. 

But yet He vex her : I haue found the means, 
lie haue my cookes to dreffe my meate with hers, 

And euery officer my men fhall match. 

Oh I that I could but drain her hearts deare 
blood. 

Oh 1 it would feede me, do my foiile much good. 
Enter the Clown beating a Souldicn 

Exeunt 


' Editor Coohe beating another Soiddier, 

Conjl, How now ! what meanes the fellow f 
Cook, Audacious flaue, prefuming in my place 1 
Conji, Sir 'twas my pleafure, and I did comfnand 
it 

Cook, The proudefl he that keeps within the 
Towtt 
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Shall haue not eye into my priuate office. 

Conji. NOj fir? Why, fay tis I. 

CooL Be it yourfelf, or any other here, 
lie make him fup the hottefl broth I haue. 

Conft. You will not. 

Cook. Zounds % I will : 

I haue been true to her, and will be flill. 

Exit Cooke* 

Conjl, Well ; He haue this amended, ere’t be long, 
And venge myfelf on her for all their wrong. 

Exeunt 07nnes, 

Enter a Boy with a nofegay. 

Boy* I haue got another nofegay for my young 
lady. 

My lord faid I fhould be foundly whipt, 

If I were feen to bring her any more ; 

But yet He venture once again, fhe’s fo good. 

Oh 1 here's her chamber : He call and fee if die be 
dirring. 

Where are you, lady % 

Eliz. Welcome, fweet boy : what had thou brought 
me there ? 

Boy. Madam, I haue brought you another nofe- 
gay. 

But you mud not let it be feene ; for, if it be, 

I fhall be foundly whipt : indeed, la, indeed, I 
fhall. 

Eliz. God a mercy, boy ! Heres to requite thy 
loue. Exit, Eliz, 

Enter Co7iflaUe^ Suffex, Howard, aiid Attendants, 

Co7iJl* Stay him, day him ! — Oh haue I caught you, 
fir ? 

Where haue you been ? 

Boy* To carry my young lady fome more 
flowers. 
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Horn. Alas, my lord ! a child, Pray, let him go* 

ConJI, A crafty knaue, my lords. — Search him for 
letters. 

SuJ), Letters, my lord 1 It is impoffiblc* 

Conji, Come, tell me what letters thou carryedfl 
her? 

lie giue thee figs and fugar-pluras. 

Boy, Will you, indeed? Well, He take your 
word, 

For you looke like an honefl man. 

Coiiji. Now, tell me what letters thou deli- 
ueredfl ? 

Boy, Faith, gaffer, I know no letters but great A, 

B, and C : lam not come to K yet. 

Now, gaffer, will you giue me my fugar-pliims % 

Conji. Yes, marry will I, — Take him away : 

Let him be foundly whipt, I charge you, firrah. 


E7iter Elizabeth, Gage, and Clarentia. 

Elh* They keep euen infants from vs : they do 
well 

My fight they haue too long barred, and now my 
^ fmell. 

This Tower hath made me fall to hufwifry : 

I fpend my labours to relieuc the poor. 

Go, Gage ; diflribute thefe to thofe that need. 


E^iter Winchefler, Beningfield, and Tame* 

Winch, Madam, the Queene, out of her royal 
bounty, 

Hath freed you from the thraldom of the Tower ^ 

And now this gentleman mufl be your guardian. 

Eli%, I thank her fhe hath rid me of a tyrant 
Is he appointed now to be my keeper ? 

What is he, lords ? 

. Tame. A gentleman in fauor with the Queene. 
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EHz. It feems fo, by bis charge. — But tell me. 
Gage, 

Is yet the fcaffold Handing on Tower 
Whereon young Guilford and the Lady y’ane 
Did fuller death ? 

Gage, Vpon my life it Hands not. 

Eliz, Lord Howard, what is he 1 
How, A gentleman, though of a Herne afpedl ; 
Yet miide enough, I hope your Grace will finde. 

Eliz, Hath he not, think you, a Hretcht con- 
fcience ; 

And if my fecret murder Hiould be put into his 
hands. 

Hath he not heart, think you, to execute ? 

How, Defend it, Heauen j and Gods almighty 
hand 

Betwixt your Grace and fuch intendments Hand, 
Benmg, Come, madam ; will you go ? 

Eliz, With all my heart. — Farewell, farewell : 

I am freed from limbo, to be fent to hell. 

Exeimt omnes. 


Enter Cook a?id P antler. 

Cook, What Horme comes next % this hath difperH 
vs quite, 

And fhatterd vs to nothing. 

Though we be denied the prefence of our miHrefs, 

Yet we will walke aloofe, and none controle vs. 

Paiit Here 'will fliee croffe the riuer ; Hand in her 
eye, 

That fhe may take fome notice of our negledled 
duties. 


Efiter three poor vieti, 

1 , Come : this way, they fay, the Hveet Princefs 
comes. Let vs prefent her with fuch tokens of good 
will as we haue. 
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2 . They fay file’s fuch a vertiious Princefs, that 
fhe’ll accept of a cup of cold water ; and I haue euen 
a nofegay for her Grace. Here fliee comes. 

Enter Elizabeth, Beningfield, Gage, and Tame, 

Omnes, The Lord preferue thy fweet Grace. 

EUz, What are thefe ? 

Gage, The townefmen of the country, gather’d 
here 

To greet your Grace, hearing you pafl this way. 

Eliz, Giue them this gold, and thanke them for 
their loues. 

Bejiing, What traitor knaues are gather’d here, to 
make a tumult ? 

Omnes, Now, the Lord blefs thy fweet Grace 1 
.Bemng, if they perfifl, I charge you, foldiers, flop 
their mouths. 

Eliz, It fhall not need. 

The poor are louing, but the rich defpife ; 

And though you curb their tongues, fpare them their 
eyes. 

Your lone my fmart allayes not, but prolongs : 

Pray for me in your hearts, not with your tongues. 

See, fee, my lord : iooke, I haue flilld them all 
Not one amongfl them but debates my fall. 

Tame, Alas, Sir Harry, thefe are honefl country- 
men, 

That much reioice to fee the Princefs well. 

Benmg, My lord, my lord, my charge is great. 
Ta7nc, And mine as great as yours. Bells, 

Benmg, Hark, hark, my lord, what bells are 
thefe I 

Gage, The townfmen of this village, 

Hearing her highnefs pafs this way, 

Salutes her coming with this peal of bells. 

Belling, Traitors and knaues 1 Ring bells, 

When the Queens enemy paffetli through the town f 
Go, fet the knaues by the heels : make their pates 
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Ring noon, I charge thee, Barwzcke, Exit Barwicke. 
Eliz* Alas, poor men 1 help them, thou God 
aboue 1 

Thus men are forc’d to fuifer for my loue. 

What faid iny feruants — thofe that flood aloof? 

Gage, They deeply coniur’d me, out of their loues, 
To know how your cafe goes, which thefe poor people 
fecond. 

Eizz, Say to them, tanquam Ovis, 

Bening. Come, come away. This lingering will 
benight vs. 

Tazne, Madam, this night your lodging’s at my 
houfe : 

No prifoner are you, madam, for this night, 

Bening, How t no prifoner ? 

Tame, No ; no prifoner. What I intend to do, 

He anfwer. — Madam, will ’t pleafe you go % 

Exit Eiiz., Beningfield, and Tame. 
Cook, Now, gentle mafler vfher, what fayes my 
lady % 

Gage, This did fhe bid me fay — tanquam Ovis, 
Farewell, I mufl away. Exit Gage. 

1, Tanqus our is % Pray, what’s ianqus ouris, 
neighbour ? 

2 . If the priefl were here, he’d fmell it out 
flraight. 

Cook, Myfelf haue been a fcholar, and I under- 
Hand what tanquam Ovis meanes. 

We fent to know how her Grace did fare : 

She ianqua77i ovis faid : even like a fheep 
That’s to the Daughter led. 

1 . Taziguam ovrus : that I fhould liue to fee tan- 
quam ovris. 

2 . I fhall ne’er loue taziquam ovris again, for this 

tricke. Examt ozzines. 

Enter Beningfield azid Barwick, his man, 

Bening* Barwick^ is this the chair of flate % 
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BaricK I, fir ; this is it. 

Bening, Take it downe, and pull off my boots. 

Barm. Come on, Sir. 

B?ifer Ciowne. 

Clow7i, 0 monflrous, what a fliwcy companion’s 
this 1 to pull off his boots in the chair of date. lie fit 
you a pennyworth for it. 

Betimg. Well faid, Bmnoicke, Pull, knaiie. 

Ba^'m. Ah, ha, fir ! 

Bening. Weil faid : now it comes. 

' The Ciowne pulls the chair from vnder him. 

Clown. Gods pity, I thinke you are downe. Cry 
you mercy. 

Be?img. What faucy arrant knaue art thou ? 
How % 

Clown. Not fo faucy an arrant knaue as your wor- 
iliip takes me to be. 

Benmg. Villain 1 thou haft broke my crooper. 

Clown. I am fony tis no worfe for your wor- 
Ihip. 

Bening. Knaue ! dod flout me ^ 

Bxamt. lie heats him out 

Enter the Englifhman and Spaniard. 

Spa. The wall, the wall. 

Eng. Sblood. Spaniard, you get no wall here, 
vnlefs you would haue your head and the wall knockt 
together. 

Spa. Signor Cavalero Danglatcro^ I mufl haue the 
wall. 

Eng. I doe protefl, hadfl thou not enforfl it, 
I had not regarded it; but, flnce you will needs 
• haue the wall, He take the pains to thruft you into 
the kennel 

Sp. Oh, bafe Cavalero^ my fword and poynard, 
well-tried in Toledo, fliall giue thee the imbrocado. 
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Eng. Marry, and welcome, fir. Come on. 

They fight : he hurts the Spafiiard. 
Spa. Holo, hoio ! thou hall giuen me the ca7i- 

zifado. 

Eng. Come, fir ; will you any more ? 

Spa. Signor Cavaler-o, look behind thee. A blade 
of Toledo is drawne againft thee. 

Me lookes backe : he kills him. 

Enter Philip, Howard, Suffex, Confiabh and 
Grelham. 

Phil. Hang that ignoble groome ! — Had we 
not 

Beheld thy cowardice, we fhould haue fworn 
Such bafenefs had not followed vs. 

Spa. Oh., vofiro ma7tdadoy grand Emperato, 

How. Pardon him, my lord. 

Phil. Are you refpedllefs of our honor, lords, 

That you would haue vs bofom cowardife % 

I do protefl, the great Turkes empire 
Shall not redeem e thee from a felons death. 

What place is this, my lords 1 
Stiff. Charmg Orofs^ my liege. 

Phil. Then, by this crofs, where thou haft done 
this murder, 

Thou fhalt be bang’d. — So, lords, away with him. 

Exit Spaniard. 

Stiff. Your grace may purchafe glory from aboue, 
And entire loue from all your peoples hearts, 

To make atonement ’twixt the woful Princeffe 
And our dread foueraign, your moil virtuous Queene. 
How. It were .a deed worthy of memory. 

Cofifi. My lord, fhes factious : rather could I 
wifh 

She were married to fome priuate gentleman, 

And with her dower conuaid out of the land, 

Then here to flay, and be a mutiner. 

So may your highnefie Hate be more fecure ; 

1 
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For whilfl flie Hues, warres and commotions, 

Foul infurredlions, will be fet abroch. 

I thinke twere not amiffe to take her head : 

This land would be in quiet, were Hie dead. 

Sufs, O, ray lord, you fpeake not charitably. 

Phil Nor will we, lords, embrace his heedleffe 
counfell. 

T do proteft, as I am King of Spain^ 

hly utinoft power He flretch to make them friends. 

Come, lords, lets in : my loue and wit He try. 

To end this jarre ; the Q^eene lliall not deny. 

Examt omnes. 

Enter Elizabeth, Beningfield, Clarentia, Tame, Gage, 
and Barwicke. 

Elk. What fearful terror doth affaile my heart ? 
Good Gage, come hither, and refolue me true 
In thy opinion, fhall I outline this night ? 

I preethee, fpeake. 

Gage. Outline this night ! I pray Madam, why 1 
Eiiz. Then^ to be piaine, this night I looke to 
die. 

Gaga O, madam, you were borne to better for- 
tunes, 

That God that made you will protedl you Hill 
From all your enemies that wifli you ill 
Elk. My heart is fearful. 

Gage. Oh, my honord lord, 

As euer you were noble in your thoughts, 

Speake, fliall my lady outline this night, or no ? 

Tame. You much amaze me, fir ; elfe heaiien fore- 
fend. 

Gage. For if we fhould imagine any plot 
Pretending to the hurt of our deare miilrifs, 

I and my fellowes, though farre vnable are 
To Hand againll your power, will die together. 

Tame. And I with you would fpend my dearelt 
blood 
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To doe that virtuous lady any good. 

Sir Harrv^ now my charge I muft refigne : 

The lady’s wholly in your cuflody ; 

Yet vfe her kindly, as fhe well defemes, 

And fo I take my leaue. — Madam adieu. Exit Tame. 

Eiiz. My lionord lord, farewell : vnwilling I 
With griefe and woe mull continue. 

Help me to fome inke and paper, good Sir Harry. 
Bening. What to doe, madam 
Eliz. To write a letter to the Queene, ray fider. 
Beiimg. I find not that in my Commifiiou. 

Eliz. Good iailor, vrge not thy Commiffion. 
Bening. No iailor, but your guardian, madam. 
Eliz. Then, reach me pen and inke. 

Bening. Madam, I dare not ; my Commiffion 
femes not. 

Eliz. Thus haue you ,driueh me off, from time to 
time, 

Still vrging me with your Commiffion. 

Good iailor, be not fo feuere. 

Bening. Good madam, I entreat you, lofe ihvat 
name of iailor ; twill be a by-word to me and my pof- 
terity. 

Eliz. As often as you name your Commiffion, 

So often will I call you iailor. 

Bening. Say I ffiould reach you pen, ink, ami 
paper, 

Who ifl dare beare a letter fent from you % 

Eliz. I do not keepe a feruant fo diffionefl 
That would deny me that. 

Bening. Whoeuer dares, none ffiall. 

Gage. Madam, impofe the letter to my truft. 

Were I to beare it through a field of pikes, 

And in mj way ten thoufand arm’d men ambuflit, 

Ide make my paffage through the midfl of them, 

And perforce beare it to the Queene your fifler. 
Benmg. Body of me, what a bold knaue’s this, 
Eliz. Gage^ leaue me to myfelfe. — 

Thou cuer lining Power, that guid’il all hearts, 

Q 2 
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(]iue to ray pen a true perfwafme flyle, 
lliat it may moue my impatient fillers eares, 

And vrge her to compaffionate my woe, Jtie inrites. 

Beningfield takes a hook^ mid lookes into it. 
JBening. What has die written here % 

Much fufpedled by me, nothing proued can be, 

he reads. 

Finis, quoth Elizabeth, the prifoner. 

Pray God it pi'Oiie fo. Soft what booke’s this ? 

Marry a God ! whats here an Englidi Bible ? 

Sanila Afaria, pardon this prophanation of my heart ! 
\Vater, Farwicke 1 water 1 Up meddle witlft no more. 

Eliz. My heart is heauy, and my eye doth clofe. 

I am weary of writing — fleepy on the fudden. 
Ciarentia, leaue me, and command fome mufic 
In the withdrawing chamber. Jhe fleeps. 

Bening. Your letter fhall be forthcoming, lady. 

I will perufe it, ere it fcape me now. 

Exit Beningfield. 


A DUMB SHOW. 

Filter Wincheder, Conjlable, Barwick, and Fryers : At 
the other door, two Angels, The Fryers Jlcp to her, 
offering to kill her : the Angels driue them back. 
Exeunt The Angel opens the Bible, and puts it in 
her hand as fhe fleefs. Exeunt A i gels. She 

wakes. 

Eliz. O, God how pleafant was this lleepe to me ! 

Ciarentia, fawd thou nothing ? 

Clar. Madam, not 1. 

1 ne’er dept foundlier for the time. 

Eliz, Nor heardd thou nothing ? 

Clar. Neither, madam, 

Eliz. Didd thou not put this booke into my 
hand? 

Clar. Madam not I, 

Eliz. Then, twas by infpiration* — Heauen, 1 trud, 
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With his eternal hand, will guide the iufl. 

What chapter’s this ? JV/w/o puttetJi his truji m the 
Lord^Jhall not be confounded. 

My Sauiour, thankes ; on thee my hope I build : 

Thou lou’fl poor innocents, and art their fhield. 

Enter Beningfield and Gage. 

Bening, Here haue you writ a long excufe, it 
feemes, 

But no fubmiffion to the Queene, your filler. 

Eiiz, Should they fubmit that neuer wrought of- 
fence ? 

The law’ will alwayes quit wrong’d innocence. — 

Gage^ take my letter : to the lords commend 
My humble duty. 

Gage, Madam, I fly 
To giue this letter to her Maiefly. 

Hoping, when I return, 

To giue you comfort that now fadly mourn. 

Exeunt omnes, prcBter Bening. 
Bening, I, do, write and fend. He croife you flilL 
She Hiali not fpeake to any man aliue, 

But He orehear her : no letter, nor no token 
Shall euer haue acceffe vnto her hands, 

But hrfl I fee it 

So, like a fubiedl to my Soueraigns flate, 

I will purfue her with my deadly hate. 

Enter Clown, 

Clown, 0, Sir Harry! 3 ^ou looke well to your 
office : 

Yonders one in the garden with the Princeffe. 

Bening, Plow, knaue 1 with the Princeffe ? flie 
parted euen now. 

Clown, I fir, that’s all one ; but fhee no fooner 
came into the Garden, but he leapt ore the wall ; and 
there they are together bufy in talke fir. 
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Bcnmg. Here's for thy paiiies : thou art an honefl 
fellow. 

Clo, take a guard, and apprehend them flraight. 

Ex. Clown.. 

llring them before me. — 0 this was well found out. 
Now will the Quecne commend my diligent care, 

And praife me for my feruice to her Grace. 

Ida 1 traitors fvvarm fo neare about my hoiife ? 

Ids time to look into't. — Oh, well faid, Bwntdeke. 
Where’s the prifoner ? 

Enter Clown^ Barwick, and Soldiers^ leading a goat : 
his fword drawne. 

Clown. Here he is, in a firing, my lord. 

Beniiig. Lord blefs vs ! Knaue, what hafl thou 
there ? 

Clown. This is he I told you was bufy in talk with 
the Princeffe. What a did there, you miifl get out of 
him by examination. 

Bening. Why, knaue, this is a beaft. 

Clown. So may your worlhip be, for any thing that 
I know. 

Bmmg, What art thou, knaue % 

Clown. If your worfhip does not remember me, I 
hope your worOiips crooper doth. But if you haiie 
any thing to fay to this honefl fellow, who for his 
gray head and reuerent beard is fo like, he may be 
akinne to you. 

Bening, Akin to me? Knaue, I’ll haue thee 
whipt. 

Clown. Then, your worfliip will cry quittance with 
my pofleriors, for mifufing of yours. 

Bening, Nay, but dofl thou flout me flill ? 

Me beats him. Exeunt. 

Enter WincheRer, Greiham 7mtk paper i Conjlablc 
with a Purfeuant. 

Grejh. I pray your honour to regard my hafle* 
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Winch, I know your bufmeffe, and your hade 
fliali llay« 

As you were fpeaking, my Lord Conjlahle, 

Conji. When as the King lhall come to feale thefe 
writs, 

Grejh, My lord, you know liis Highnes treafure 
days, 

And cannot be tranfported thefe three monetlis, 

Vnleffe that now your honour feal my warrant. 

WincK Fellow, what then % — This warrant, that 
concernes 

The Princefs death, ihufiie amongd the red : 

He'll ne'er perufe’t 

■ Grejh, How ! the Princefs death ? Thankes, 
Heauen, by whom 

I am made a willing indrument her life to faue, 

That may line crownd when thou art in thy graue. 

Exit Grefham. 

Winch, Stand ready, Purfevant, that when tis 
fignd, 

Thou maid be gone, and gallop with the winde. 

Enter Philip, Suffex, and Gage, 

FML Our Chancellor, lords. This is our fealing 
day : 

This our States bufmefs. — Is our fignet there I 

E^iter Howard and Grelliam, as he is fealmg , . 

Row, Stay your imperial hand ! Let not your feal 

Imprint deaths iraprefs in your fiders heart 

Phil, Our fiders heart ! Lord Howard^ what 
meanes this % 

How, The Chancelor, and that inuirious lord 

Can well expound the meaning. 

Winch, Oh, chance accurd ! how came he by this 
notice t 

Her life is guarded by the hand of heauen, 
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And we in vain purfue it 
Phil Lord Chancellor, your dealing is not faire. 
See, lords, what writs offer themfelues 
To the imprefie of our feale. 

Stiff* See, my lord, a warrant 
For tile Princeffe death, before flie be convidled. 

What jugling call you this ? See, fee, for Gods fake. 

Gage* And a purfeuant, ready to pofl, 

Away with it, to fee it done with fpeed. 

What flinty brell could brooke to fee her bleed ? 

PhiL Lord Chancellor, out of our prerogatiue 
We will make bold to enterline your warrant 
Stiff* Whofe plot was this ? 

How, The Chancellors, and my Lord Conflables. 
Stiff, How was ^t reuealed ? 

How, By this gentleman, Mafler GreJIiam^ the 
Kings Agent, here. 

Stiff, He hath fliew^ his lone to the King & 
Queens maiefly. 

His feruice to his Country, and care of the Princeffe. 
GreJIi, My duty to them all. 

Phil. Inflead of charging of the Sheriffes with 
her, 

We here difcharge her keeper, Beningfield ; 

And where we fliould haue brought her to the block, 
We now will haue her brought to Hampton Court , 
There to attend the pleafure of the Queene. 

The Purfeuant, that fliould haue pofled downe 
With tidings of her death, beare her the meffage 
Of her repriued life. — ^You, Mafler Gage^ 

Afiifl his fpeed. — A good days work we ha made, 

To refcue innocence fo neare betray'd. 

Enter Clown and Clarentia. 

Clown, Whither go you fo fafl, Miflrifs Clareniia% 
Clar, A milking. 

Clown, A milking ! that's a poore office for a 
madame. 
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Clar, Better be a milkmaide free, then a madam 
in bondage. 

Oh hadft thou heard the PrincelTe yeflernight, 

Sitting within an arbor, all alone, 

To heare a milkemaid fmg, 

It would haue moou’d a flinty heart to melt, 

Weeping and wifhing, wifliing and weeping, 

A thoufand times fhe with herfelf debates 
With the poore milkmaid to exchange eflates. 

She was a Sempfler in the Tower^ being a Princeffe, 
And lhall I, her poor Gentlewoman, difdaine 
To be a milkmaid in the country ? 

Clown, Troth you fay true : euery one to his for- 
tune, as men go to hanging. The time hath been 
when I would fcorn’d to carry coals, but now, the 
cafe is alter’d j euery man as far as his talent will 
flretch. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gentle. Where’s Miilrefs Clarentia ? To horfe, to 
borfe ! The Princeffe is fent for to the Court. She’s 
gone already. Come, let’s after. 

Clar. The Princefs gone, and I left here be- 
hinde ? 

Come, come : our horfes fhall outflrip the winde. 

Clown. And He not be long after you i for I am 
fure my curtail will carry me as faft as your double 
Gelding. Exeunt. 


Enter Elizabeth and Gage. 

Ellz, I wonder, Gage that we 
Haue flaid fo long fo near the Court, and yet 
Haue heard no newes from our difpleafed filler. 
This more affrights me than my former troubles. 
I fear this Han^toiKOurt will be my graue. 
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Gage. Good madam, blot fuch thoughts out of 
your minde. 

The lords, I know, are flill about your fuie, 

And make no doubt but they will fo preuaile, 

Both with the King and Queen, that you Hiall fee 
Their heynous anger will be turn’d to loue. 

Enter Howard. 

How. Where is the Princeffe ? 

Eliz. Welcome, my good Lord Howard. 

What fayes the Queene ? Will die admit my fight ? 
How. Madam, fiic will : this night ihe hath ap- 
pointed, 

That flic herfelfe in perfon means to heare you. 
Protract no time : then, come ; let’s haft away. 

Exeimt. 

Enter four torches. Philip, Winchefler, Howard, 
Shandoyfe, Beningfield, a?id atte?idants. 

Queen. Mdiere is the Princeffe 1 
Ho7v. She waits your pleafure at the common 
flaires. 

Quccji. Ufher her in by torch-light. 

How. Gentlemen Vfhers and gentlemen Pen- 
• tioners, 

Lights for the Princefs : Attendance, gentlemen. 

Phil. For her fupi-)ofed virtues, royal! Queene, 
Looke on your fiPter with a fmiling brow, 

And if her fault merit not too much hate, 

Let her be cenfur’d with all lenity. 

Let your deepe hatred end where it begunne : 

She hath been too long banifiit from the fun. 

Queen. Our fauour fhall be fan-e bone her defert : 
And fire that hath been banifli’d from the light, 

Shall once againe behold our cheerfuil fight. 

You my lord fhall ilep behinde the arras, 
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And heare our conference. Wele (how her grace, 

For there fhines too much mercy in your face. 

PMl We bear this mind : we errors would not 
feed, 

Nor cherifh wrongs, nor yet fee innocents bleed. 

Qiieen, Call the Princels 1 

Exeunt for the Princefs. Philip behind the arras. 

Ente^' all with Elizabeth. 

All forbeare this place, except our filler, now. 

Exeunt 07n?ies. 

Eliz. That God that raifd you, flay you, and 
protedl 

You from your foes, and cleare me from fufpe<fl. 

Quee?i. Wherefore doe you cry ? 

To fee yourfelf fo low, or vs fo hie ? 

MHz. Neither, dread Queen : mine is a womanifh 
teare, 

In part compell’d by joy, and part by fear. 

Joy of your fight thefe brinifli tears baue bred, 

And feare of my Queens frowne to flrike me dead. 
Quee?i. Sifter, I rather think they're tears of 
fpleene. 

Eliz. You were my fifter, now you are my 
Queene. 

Queen. I, thaf s your grief. 

Eliz. Madam, he was my foe, 

And not your friend, that hath poffefl you fo. 

I am as true a fubiecl to your grace, 

As any hues this day. Did you but fee 
My heart, it bends farre lower then my knee. 

Qimn. We know you can fpeake well. Will you 
fubmit % 

Eliz. My life, madam, I will ; but not as guilty : 
Should I confefs 

Fault done by her that neuer did tranfgreffe ? 

I ioy to haue a fifier Queene fo royal! ; 

I would it as much pleafd your Maiefty, 

That you enioy a fiAer thats fo true. 
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If I were guilty of tlie leafl offence, 

Madam, ’twoiild taint the blood eiien in your face. 

The treafons of the father being noble, 

Vnnobles all his children : Let your grace, 

Exa<fl all torture and imprifoiiment, 

Whatere my greatefl enemies can deuife, 

And when they haue all done their worfl, yet I 
Will your true fubje<5l, and true fifter die. 

(behind the arras). Mirror of vertue and bright 
Natures pride 1 

Pity it had beene fuch beauty fhould haue dide. . 

Quemi. Youle not fubrait, then, but end as you 
begin. 

Eliz, Madam, to death I will, but not to fin. 

Qiiem, You are not guilty, then % 

Eliz, I think e I am not 
Queen, I am not of your minde. 

Eliz, I would your highnefs were. 

Queen, How meane you that ? 

• Eliz, To thinke as I thinke, that my foul is 
clear. 

Queen, You haue been wrong imprifoned, then ? 
Eliz, He not fay fo. 

Queen, Whatere you think, arife and kiffe our 
hand. 

, Say, God hath raifd you friends. 

Eliz, Then God hath kept his promife. 

Queen, Promife, why? 

Eliz, To raife them friends that on his word rely. 
Efiter Philip. 

Phil, And may the heauens applaud this vnity : 
Accurfl be they that iirfl procurd this wrong. 

Now, by my crown, you ha been kept downe too 
long. 

Qtieen, Siller this night yourfelfe lhall feall with 
me j 

To-morrow for the country : you are free.— 
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Lights for the Princeffe, condudl her to her chaiBber. 

Exit Elizabeth. 

PhiL My foul is ioyfuil that this peace is made ; 

A peace that pleafeth heauen and earth and all, 
Redeeming captiue thoughts from captiue thralL 
Faire Queene, the ferious bufmefs of my father 
Is now at hand to be accomplifhed : 

Of your fair fight needs mull I take my leaue : 

Returne I ihall, though parting caufe vs grieue. 

Queen. Why fhould two hearts be forced to fepa- 
rate ? 

I know your bufineffe, but belieue me, fweet, 

My foul diuines we neuer more fhail meet. 

PM. Yet faire Queene, hope the beft : I fhali re- 
turn e, 

Who met with ioy, though now fadly mourn. 

Exeunt Philip Qu. 
Benmg. What, droops your honour % 

Winch. Oh, I am fick. 

Conjl. Where lies your grief % 

Winch. Where yours and all good fubiedls elf^ 
fhould lie, 

Neare at the heart. 

This confirmation I do greatly dread ; 

For now our true religion will decay. 

I doe diuine, whoeuer Hues feuen yeare 
Shall fee no Religion here but herefy. 

Pening. Come, come, my lords, this is but for a 
fhow. 

Our Queene I warrant, wifhes in her heart 
Her filler Princeffe were without her head. 

Winch. No, no, my lords : this peace is natu- 
rall ; 

This combination is without deceit ; 

But I will once more write to incenfe the Queene. 

The plot is laid : thus it fhali be performed. 

Sir Jlarry^ you lliall go attach her feruant, 

Vpon fufpition of fome treachery, 
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Wherein the Princeffe fhall be acceffary. 

If this doe faiie, my policy is downe. 

Blit I grow faint ; the feuer fteals on me ; 

Death; like a vultur tyres vpon my heart, 

He ieaue you two to profecute the drift : 

My bones to earth I giue, to heauen my foul I lift. 

Examt onmes. 

Enter Gage and Clarentia. 

Gage, Madam Cla'rentia, is my lady flirring % 

Clar. Yes, IMaller Gage^ but heauy at the heart, 
For fhee was frighted with a dreame this night 
She faid flie dream’d her fifier was new married. 

And fate vpon an high imperial throne : 

That llie herfelf was call into a dungeon, 

Where enemies enuirond her about, 

Offering their weapons to her naked brefl ; 

Nay, they would fcarcely giue her Ieaue to pray, 

They made fuch hafte to hurry her away. 

Gage, Heauen fhield my miflrifs, and make her 
friends increafe ; 

Conuert her foes ; eflate her in true peace. 

Clar, Then did I dreame of weddings and of 
flowers. 

Methought I was within the finefL garden 
That euer mortall eye did yet behold : 

Then flraight me thought fome of the chiefe were 
pickt 

To dreffe the bride. O twas the rarefl fliow 
To fee the bride goe fmiling longft the flreets, 

As if fhe went to happinefs eternal 

Gage, O mod vnhappy dreame, my feare is 
now 

As great as yours : before it was but fmall. 

Come, lets goe comfort her that ioys us all 

Exeunt 
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ENTER A DUMBE SHOW: SIXE TORCHES. 

Suffex bearing the erozcfne, Howard hearing the Scepter^ 
the ConJlaUe the Mace^ Tame the piirfe^ Shandoyfe 
the fword : Philip and Mary ; after them the Car- 
dinal PoolCj Beningfield, and attendants. Philip 
and conferre : he takes leaue^ and exit Nobles 
brmg him to the door a?id rettmie ; Jhe falls in a 
fwoimd ; they co7nfort her. 

A dead ^na^rh. Mnter four 'with the herfe of Winchef- 
ter, with the fcepter and purfe lying o?i it the 
Qiieen takes the fcepter and pwfe^ and giues it 
to Cardinal Poole. A Se^inet^ or exeujit omms, 
prmter Suffex, 

Suff Winchtjier dead ! Oil God 1 euen at his 
death 

He rnew’d his malice to the fweet young Princefs. 

God pardon him, his foul muff anfwer all 
Shee’s ffill preferued, and ffill her foes do fall. 

The Queen is much befotted on thefe Prelates, 

For there’s another raifed, more bafe then he, 

Poole that Arch, for truth and honeffy. 

Enter Beningfield. 

Benmg. My lord of Siftex, I can tell ill news. 

The Cardinal Foole, that now was firmly well, 

Is fuddeniy falln fick, and like to dye. 

Sn f. Let him go. Why, then, theres a fall of Pre- 
lates. 

This realme will neuer ffand in perfect ffate, 

Till all their fadlion be cleare ruinate. 

Enter Conflable. 

Conjl Sir Harry ^ do you lieare the whifpering in 
the Court? 
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They fay the Queene is crafie, very ill. 

Sujf, How heard you that 1 

Co7iJl, Tis common through the houfe. 

Enter Howard. 

Houk Tis a fad Court, my lord. 

Siijf, Whats the matter % fay, how fares the 
Queen 1 

How. Whether in forrow for the Kings depar- 
ture, 

Or elfe for grief at Winchejlers deceafe, 

Or elie that Cardinal Poole is fodainly dead, 

I cannot tell ; but ihe^s exceeding fick. 

Sujf. The State begins to alter. 

How. Nay, more, my lord : I came now from the 
prefence ; 

I heard the dodlors whifper it in fecret, 

There is no way but one. 

Sujf. God’s will be done. Who’s with the Queene, 
my lord ? 

Bow. The Duke of Norfolke, and the Earle of 
Oxford^ 

The Earle of Anindell^ and diuers others ; 

They are withdrawne into the inward chamber, 

There to take counfel, and intreat your prefence. 

Suff* Wele wait vpon their Honours. Ex. omnes. 


Enter Elizabeth, Gage, and Ciarentia aboue. 

Elh. O God ! my lafl nights dreame I greatly 
feare ; 

It doth prefage my death. — Good Mafler Gage^ 

Looke to the pathway that doth come from the 
Court ; 

I looke each minute for deaths meffenger. 

Would he were here now, fo my foule were pure, 

That I with patience might theHroke endure. 
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Gage, Madam, I fee from farre a horfenian 
coming ; 

This way he bends his fpeed. He comes fo fafl, 

That lie is couerd in a cloud of dull ; 

And BOW I haue lofl his fight He appear es 
againe, 

llvlaking his way ouer hill, hedge, ditch, and 
plaine ; 

One after him : they two flriue, 

As on the race they had wagerd both their lines \ 
Another after him. 

Eliz. 0 God 1 what meanes this haile 1 
Pray for my foule : my life cannot long laH. 

Gage, Strange and miraculous, the firft being at 
the gate, 

His horfe hath broke his necke, and call his 
rider. 

E/tz. This fame is but as prologue to my death, 
My heart is guiltleffe, though they take my breath. 


Enfer Sir Jle/iry Karew. 

Karew, God faue the Queene, God faue Eli- 
zabeth, 

Eliz, God fave the Queene ; fo all good fubiecls 
fay : 

I am her fubiecl, and for her ftiil pray. 

KarciiK hly horfe did you allegeance at the 
gate, 

For there he broke his necke and there he lies, 

For I myfeif had much adoe to rife. 

The fall hath bruif’d me, yet I hue to cry, 

God blefs your Grace, God blefs your Maielly ! 

Gage, Long Hue the Queen, long Hue your 
majefly I 

Eliz, This newes is fweete : my heart was fore 
afraid, 

Fife thou, firfl Baron that we euer made. 


R 
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Karew. Thankes to your Maiefly. Happy be my 
tongue, 

That hriff breathed right to one that had fucli wrong. 

Enter Sir fohn Brocket, 

Brock, Am I preuented in my iiafle. O chance 
accurft ! 

My hopes did footh me that I was the firfl ; 

Let not my duty be ore-fway’d by fpleen ; 

Long liue my Soueraign, and God fane the 
Queen ! 

Eliz, Thanks, good Sir yolinx we will deferue 
your loue. 


E7ifer Howard. 

How, Though third in order, yet the firfl in 
loue, 

I tender my allegeance to your grace. 

Liue long, faire Queene \ thrice happy be your 
raigne, 

He that inflates you, your high ftate maintaine. , 

Eliz, Lord Howard, thankes ; you euer were our 
friend - 

I fee yourioue continues to'the end. 

But chiefly thanks to you, my Lord of Hunfdon, 

How, Meaning this gentleman ? 

Eliz, The very fame : 

His tongue was firfl proclaimer of our name. 

And trufly Gage, in token of our grace, 

We giue to you a Captaine Pentioners place. 

Bow, Madam, the Coimfell are here hard at 
hand. 

Eliz, We will defcend and meet them. 

Carew, Let’s guard our Soueraign, praifing that 
power, 

That can throw downe and raife within an hour. 

Ex, 077ims, 
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Enter the ClowTie and one more udtJi faggots, 

CIo:on, Come, neighbour ; come away : euery 
man his faggot and his double pot, for icy of the old 
Queens death. 

Let bels ring, and children fing, 

For we may haue caufe to remember 
The feuenteenth day of Nouember. 

Efiter Lord Tame. 

Tame. How now, mv maflers, what’s here to 
do 1 

Clown. Faith, making bone-fires, for ioy of the new 
Queene. Come, fir, your penny : and you be a true 
fubieci, you’ll battle with vs your faggot. We’ll be 
menj, i’faith. 

Tapie, And you do well. And yet, methinke. 
twere fit 

To fpend fome fimerall teares vpon her hearfe, 

Who, while fhe lin'd was deare vnto you all. 

Clown. I, but do you not know the old prouerb ? 
We mull line by the quicke, and not by the dead. 
Tame. Did you not loue her father, when he 
lin'd, 

As dearly as you ere did loue any, 

And yet reioiced at his funeral % 

Like wife her brother, you efteenrd him dear. 

Yet once departed, joyfully you fung: 

Run to make bonefires, to proclaime your loue 
Vnto the new, forgetting hill the old : 

Now fhe is gone, how you mone for her I 
Wete it not fit a while to mone her hearfe, 

And dutifully then reioice for th’ other ? 

Had you the wifefl and the louinghl prince 
That euer fwayd a fcepter in the w^orld, 

This is the loue he fhall haue after life. 

Let princes while they Hue haue loue, or fear, tis nt, 
For after death there's none continues it. 
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Clown. By my faith, my mailers, he fpeakes 
wifely. 

Come^ wele to the end of the lane, and there wde 
make a bonefire and be merry. 

I. Faith agreed lie fpend my halfepenny towards 
another faggot, rather than the new Queen e fhall want 
a bonefire. Exeu7if. Manet Tame. 

TaiJie. I blame you not, nor doe I you com- 
mend, 

For you will Hill the ftrongeft fide defend. Exit 

A SENNET. 

Efiter fonre Trunipeters : after them Sergeant Trum- 
fettr^ with a mace \ after him Pur f e-bearer. 
Suffex, with the Crowne ; Howard the Scepter ; 
Conflable^ with the Cap of Maintenance \ Shan- 
doyfe, with the Sword ; Tame, with the Collar 
and a George. Fonre Gentlemen bearmg the 
Canopy oner the Queene ; two Gentlewomen^^ bear- 
mg vp her trainei fxe Ge?itlemen Pefitioners. The 
Queene takes fiate. 

Onines. Long line, long reigne our Soueraigne. 

Eliz. We thanke you all. 

Sujp. The imperiall crowne I here prefent your 
.Grace : 

With it my flaffe of office, and my place, 

Eliz, Whiifl we this Crowne, fo long your place 
enioy. 

How. Th’ imperial fcepter here I offer vp. 

Eliz. Keep it, my lord ; and with it be you hye 
Admiral. 

Conft. This Cap of Maintenance I prefent. 

My flaffe of office, and my vtmofl feriiice. 

Eliz. Your loue we know, 

Confl. Pardon * me, gracious madam : twas not 
fpleen, 

But that allegeance that I ow’d my Queen. 
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Madam, I fera’d her truly at that day, 

And I as truly will your Grace obey. 

Eliz. We doe as freely pardon, as you truly 
ferue ; 

Oneiy your llafie of office wele displace : 
inflead of that, wele owe you greater grace. 

Better Beningfield. 

Benmg, Long Hue the Queen 1 long Hue your 
maiefiy ! 

I haue rid hard to be the firfl reporter 
Of thefe glad tidings Hrfl, and all thefe here.” 

Sujf, You are in your ioue as free as in your 
care : 

Youhe come euen iufl a day after the faire. 

Eliz. Whads he ? My iailor 1 
Bening. God preferae your Grace. 

EUz. Be not affiamed, man : look me in the 
face. 

Who haue you now to patronize your llridlnefs on 1 
For your kindnefs this we will beflow: 

When we haue one we would haue hardly vf’d, 

And cruelly dealt with, you fhall be the man. 

This is a day for peace, not vengeance fit, 

Ail your good deeds we’ll quit, all wrongs remit. — 
Where we left off, proceed 

Shand. The fword of luflice on my bended 
knee 

I to your grace prefent Heauen blefs your raign. 
Eliz. This fword is ours ; this ftalTe is yours 
again. 

Tame. This Garter, with the order of the George, 
Two ornaments vnto the crowne of England^ 

I here prefent. 

EUz. Poffeffe them flill, my lord. — What offices 
beare you ^ 

Gage. I Captain of your Highnes Pentioners. 
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Brock, I of your Guard. 

Sergeant I Sergeant Trump etor prefent my 
Mace. 

Eliz, Some we intend to raife, none to dif- 
place. 

Lord Hunfdoii,, we will one day finde a flaffe 
To poyfe your hand : you are our coufin, and 
Deferue to be employd nearer our perfon. 

But now to you, from whom we take this flaff, 

Since Cardinal Pole is now deceafl and dead, 

To Ihow all malice from our bread is worne, 

Before you let that Purfe and Mace be borne. 
x\nci now to London,, lords, lead on the way, 

Praifing that King that all kings elfe obey. 

Sennet about the Stage in orde?\ The Maior of London 
meets them, 

Maior. I from this citie London doe prefent 
This purfe and Bible to your Maiedy, 

A thoufand of your faithfull citizens, 

In veluet Coats and chaines, well mounted, day 
To greet their Royall Soueraigne on the way. 

Eliz. We thanke you all; but fird this Book I 
kiffe : 

Thou art the way to honor ; thou to bliffe. 

An Englifh Bible 1 Thankes, my good Lord Mayor, 
You of our body and our foule haue care, 

This is the iewel that we dill loue bed ; 

This was our folace when we were didred. 

This book, that hath fo long conceald itfelf, 

So long fhut vp, fo long hid, now, lords, fee, 

We here unclafpe : for euer it is free. 

Who lookes for ioy, let him this booke adore ; 

This is true food for rich men and for poore. 

Who drinkes of this is certain ne’er to perifh : 

This will the foule with heauenly vertue cheridi. 

Lay hand vpon this Anchor euery foule, 

Your names lhall be in an eternall fcroll ; 
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Who builds on this, dweis in a happy ftate : 

This is the fountaine, cleare, immaculate. 

That happy iffue that lhali us fucceed, 

And in our populous kiiigdome this booke reade, 
For them, as for our felues, we humbly pra_y, 
They may Hue long, and blell. So, lead the way. 
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If you know not me, 
you know nobody. 


THE SECOND PART. 


With the Building of the Exchange, 


A^tis primus^ Scmta prima. 

Enter one of Grefhams Fa&ors^ and a Barhary 
Merchant. 

Fadi. My mafter, fir, requefls your company, 
About confirming certaine couenants 
Touching your lafl nights conference. 

Mer. The Sugars. 

Belieue me, to his credit be it fpoke, 

He is a man of heedful prouidence, 

And one that by innatiue courtefie 

Winnes loue from flrangers. Be it without offence, 

How are his prefent fortunes reckoned ? 

Fadl. Neither to flatter, nor detract from him, 
He is a ^Merchant of good eflimate ; 

Care how to get, and forecaft to encreafe, 

(If fo they be accounted) be his faults. 

Mer. They are efpeciall vertues, being dear 
From auarice and bafe extortion. 


^5^ If kftow not me^ 

Enter Grejham. 

But here he comes. 

Good day to M. Grejkam, 

You keepe your word. 

GreJIz. Eire fliould T ill deferue 
The title that I weare, a merchants tongue 
Should not flrike falfe. 

Mer, What thinke you of my proffer 
Touching the Sugar ? 

GreJIi. I bethought myfelfe 
Both of the gaine and Ioffes incident, 

And this, I take ’t was the whole circumflance. 

It was my motion, and I thinke your prornife, 

To get a me leal’d Patent from your king, 

For all your Barbary Sugars at a price, 

During the kings life ; and for his princely loue, 

I am to fend him threefcore thoufand pounds. 

' Mer, Twas fo condition’d, and to that effedl 
His highnefs prornife is already pafl ; 

And if you dare giue credit to my trufl, 

Send but your priuate Letters to your Fadtor, 

That deales for your affaires in Barbary, 

His maiefly fhall either feal your Patent, 

Or He return the money to your Fadlor. 

GreJIz. As much as I defire. Pray, fir, draw 
neare 

And tafle a cup of wine whilft I confider 
And throughly fcan fuch accidental doubts, 

As may conceme a matter of fuch moment. 

Mer. At your befl leyfure. Exit 

GreJIi, He refolue you flraight 
Bethinke thee, Grejkarn^ threefcore thoufand pounds, 
A good round fura : let not the hope of gaine 
Draw thee to Ioffe. I am to haue a patent 
For all the Barbary Sugars at a rate, 

The gaine cleares halfe in halfe, but then the hazard : 
My terme continues during the king’s life ; 

The king may die before my firft return ; 
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Then where’s my caflil Why, fo the king may 
Hue 

Tliefe 40 years ; then where is GreJJiafns gaine ? 

It ilands in this, as in all ventures eife, 

Doubtful. No more ; He through, what ere it cofl, 

So much cleare gaine, or fo much coine cieare lofl. — 
Within there ho. 

E?iter John Grefham. 2. or Faclors, 

Facl. At hand, fir : did you call % 

GreJIi. How thriues our cafh 1 What, is it well 
encreafl ? 

I fpeake like one that mull be forc’t to borrow. 

I. Faci, Your -worlhip’s merry. 

GreJJt, Merry? Tell me, knaue, 

Dofl thou not thinke that threefcore thoufand pounds 
Would make an honefl merchant try his friends ? 

FaB, Yes, by my faith, fir; but you haue a 
friend 

Would not fee you fland out for twice the fumme, 
GreJ^i, Praife God for all. But whads the common 
rumour 

Touching my bargain with the King of Barbaiy ? 

I. FaM, Tis held your credit and your countries 
honor, 

That being but a Merchant of the City, 

And taken in a manner vnprouided, 

You fhould vpon a meere prefumption 
And naked promife, part with fo much Calh, 

Which the bell merchants both in Spaine and 
France 

Denied to venture on. 

GreJIl. Good ; but withall, 

What doe they thinke in generall of the bargaine ? 

I. Fafl, That if the king confirme and feaie your 
patent, 

London will yeeld you partners enow. 
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GreJIi, I think no lefs. — Goe fit you for the fea, 

I ineane to fend you into Barbary, 

You vnto Venice, you to Portingall, 

Prouide you prefently. Where much is fpent, 

Some mufl be got, thrift flioulcl be proiiideiit. 

Come hither, Cofm : all the refl« depart. 

Exeimi Faclors. 

yoJin, I had as good depart too ; for hee’il ring a 
peale in mine eare, 'twill found worfe than a paffmg- 
bell. 

G7‘eJJu I haue tane note of your bad hus- 
bandry, 

Carelefle refpedl, and prodigal expence, 

And out of my experience counfell you. 

yolm. And I hope good Vncle you think I am as 
ready to take good counfell as you to giue it ; and I 
doubt not but to cleare myfelfe of all obje(flions that 
foule-mouthed enuy fliall intimate againfl me. 

Grejfi. How can you fatisfie the great com- 
plaint 

PrefeiPd againfl you by old Miflrifs Bhinf^ 

A woman of approued honefly. 

John, That’s true ; her honefly hath been proued 
oftner then once or twice. But do you know her, Vn- 
cle are you inw'ard with her courfe of life 1 Shes a 
common midwife for trade-falne virginity: there are 
more maidenheads charged and dif charged in her 
houfein a yeare, then peaces at the Artillei-y yard." 

Grcfli, She brings in further proofe that you mlfcalFd 
her. 

John, I neuer call’d her out of her name, by this 
hand Vncle, to my remembrance. 

GreJJi. No ? fhe fays you call’d her bawde. 

John, True : and I haue knowne her anfwer to ’t a 
thoufand times. Tut, vncle ; tis her name, and I 
know who gaue it her, too : by the fame token, her 
godfather gaue her a bow’d angel, handing at the 
doore, which fhe hath kept time out a mind. 
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GreJIu Antonio reports you loue his wife. 

yohn, Loue ? why, alas, vncie^ I hold it parcell 
of my duty to loue my neighbours ; and ihould I hate 
his wife no man would hold me a fit member for a 
commonwealth. 

GreJIi. He hates you for’t. 

y^ohn. Why, alas, Vncle, that's not my fault ; He ^ 
loue him nerethelefs. You know we are commanded 
to loue our enemies ; and, though he would fee me 
hang’d, yet will I loue his wufe. 

Greyi. He told me you beflo-w'd a gowne of a 
firumpet. 

yohn. . Why alas Vncle, the poore whore w^ent 
naked, and you know the text commands vs to cloath 
the naked ; and deeds of mercy be imputed vnto vs 
for faults, God helpe the elect. 

Grejh. Weil, if your prodigall expences be 
aim’d 

At any vertuous and religious end, 

Tis the more tolerable ; and I am proud 
You can fo probably excufe yourfelf. 

yohn. Well Vncle to approue my^vords, as, indeed, 
good -words without deeds, are like your greene fig- 
tree without fruit : I haue fworne myfelfe to a more 
conformable and flricl courfe of life. 

GirJJi. Well, coufin, hoping you’ll proue a new 
man. 

yoh?t, A new man, ^what eife Vncle ? He be a 
new man from the top to the toe. or He want of my 
will In ftead of tennis-court, my morning exercife 
fhall be at Saint Anilins : lie leaue ordinaries ; and to 
the end 1 may forfweare dicing and drabbing, keepe 
me more Ihort vncle, onely allow mee good appa- 
rel! ; good rags, He lland to ’t, are better then feuen 
yeares prentifliip, for theyle make a man free of any, 
nay, of all companies, without indenture, fathers copy, 
or any helpe wliatfoeuer. But I fee my error ; wilde 
youth mull be bridled. Keepe me ihort, good 
vncle. 
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GreJIi, On thefe prefumptions He apparell thee ; 
And to confirme this refolution, 

I will preferre you vnto Mailer Hohfon^ 

A man of a well knowne difcretion. 

yohn. Any thing, good vnde. I haue feru’d my 
prentifhip already, bucbinde me againe, and I fliall be 
content ; and tis but reafon, neither. Send me to the 
conduit with the water-tankard : He beat iinnen-buckes, 
or any thing, to redeeme my negligence. 

Grejk. Your education challenges more refpedt. 
The fadlor dealt for him in France is dead. 

yohn. And you intend to fend me in his 
roome. 

GreJI'i, I do indeed. 

jFohm It is well done Vncle and twill not be 
amiffe in policy to do fo. The only way to curbe a 
diffolute youth as I am, is to fend him from his ac- 
quaintance ; and therefore fend me far enough, good 
Vncle : fend mee into France, and fpare not \ and if 
that reclaime me not, giue me ore as pafl all good- 
nefle. 

GreJJi. Now afore God my thoughts were much 
againfl him, 

And my intent was to haue chid him roundly ; 

But his fubmiffiue recantation 

Hath made me friends with him. Come follow 
me : 

He doe thee good, and that immediately. Exit, 

yohn. Thanke you, good vncle. Youll fend me 
into France j all Forhoon ; and I do not fhow you the 
right trick of a cofin afore I leaue England, He giue 
you leaue to call me Cut, and cozen me of my patri- 
mony, as you haue done. Exit, 


Enter Hobfons Frentz/es, and a boy, 

I. Pren, Prethee fellow Goodman fet forth the 
ware, and looke to the fhop a little. He but drinke a 
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cup of wine with a cuHomer at the Rofe and Crowne 
in the and come againe prefently. 

2. Prefi, Foot I cannot, I mail needs ilep to the 

in Cheape^ to fend a letter into the country 
\mto my father. Stand by; you are the yoimgefl 
prentife, iooke yon to the fhop. 

Hobfon. 

WTiere be thefe varlets? Bones a me, at 
Tauem ? 

Knanes, villains, fpend goods, foot my cuilomers 
Mufl either feme themfelues, or packe vnferued. 

Now they peepe like Italian pantelowns, 

Behind an arras ; but He ilart you, knaues. 

I haue a fhooing-hom to draw on your liquor : 

What fay you to a peece of a falt-eele ? 

Come forth, you hang-dogs, Bones a me, the knaues 
Fleere in my face, they know me too well. 

I taike and prate, and iayh not on their jackes, 

And the proud Jacks care not a fig for me ; 

But bones a me, He turne another leafe. 

Where haue you beene fir ? 

1. Pren. An honefl cuflomer 
Requeued me to drinke a pint of wine. 

Bones a me, mu^l your crimfon throat 
Be fcourd with wine ? your mailer’s glad of beere : 
But you’ll die banquerouts, knaues and banquerouts 
all— 

And where haue you been ? , 

3. Pren. At breakfaH with a Dagger-pie, fir, 

JRk A Dagger-pie ? uds, daggers death, thefe 
knaues 

Sit cocke-a-hope, but Hobfon pays for all. 

But bones a me, knaues, either mend you manners, 
Leaue ale-houies, tauerns, and the tipling mates, 

Your punks and cockatrices, or He clap ye 
Clofe up in Bridewell : bones a me, He do ’t. 

2. Pren. Befeech you, fir, pardon this firil offence. 
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Hoh, Firft, bones a me, why, tis your common 
courfe. 

And you mufl needs be gufling, goe by tiirnes, 

One to the ale-houfe, and two keepe the iliop. 

Enter Pedler, with tawnze coate» 

2 Prcn. It lhall be done, fir. — How much ware 
would you haue % 

Tan*. Five pounds w’^orth in fuch commodities 
As I befpcke lafl night 

I Pren. They are ready forte d. 

Taw. God blefs you, Mailer Hohfon. 

Hob. Bones a me, knaue, thoifrt welcome. What^s 
the newes 

At bawdy Baimewell, and at Sturbridge Faire ? 

What, haue your London wenches any trading % 

Taw. After the old iort, fir : they vifit the Toule- 
booth, and the Bulring flilL 

Hob. Good girles they do their kind. What, your 
packs empty ? 

Good newes, a figne you bring your purfes full, 

And bones a me, full purfes muil be welcome : 

Sort out their wares. — Welcome’s your due ; 

Pay the old debt, and pen and inke for new. 

Taw. We have for you, fir, as white as Bears 
teeth. 

Hob. Bones a me knaues — You are welcome ; but 
\vhat newes % 

What newes i’tlf country 2 what commodities 
Are moft refpedled with your Countiy Girls % 

Taw. Faith, fir, our Country Girls are akinne to 
your London Courtiers euery month ficke of a new 
failiion. The homing-busk ancj filken bridelaces are 
in good requefl with the parfons wife : your huge 
poking-flicke, and French periwig, with chamber- 
maids and w^aiting gentlewomen. Now, your Puri- 
tans poker is not fo huge, but fomewhat longer ; a 
long flender poking-fticke is the all in all with your 
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Suffolke Puritane. -Your filk-band, half farthingales, 
and changeable fore-parts are common ; not a wench 
of thirteene but weares a changeable fore-part 

Hob, An ancient wearing: there’s fome change- 
able Huff 

Has been a weare with women time out of mind. 

TauK Eefides fir, many of our young married men, 
haue tane an order to weare yellow garters, points, 
and lliootyings ; and tis thought yellow will grow a 
cuflome. 

Hob. ’Tas been vs’de long at London. 

TaiLK And tis thought ’twill come in requeft in 
the Country, too: for a fafhion that three or four 
young wenches have promifed mee their husbands 
fhall weare, or theyle miffe of their markes. Then 
your maske, filke-lace, waflit gloues, carnation girdles, 
and bulk-point futable, as common as coales from 
Newcaflle : you fhall not haue a kitchin-maid fcrape 
trenchers without her wafht gloues \ a darie-wench will 
not ride to market, to fell her butter-milke, -without 
her maske and her buske. 

Hak Still a good hearing. Let the country pay 
Well for their pride ; tis gratis here at London, 

And that’s the caufe ’tis grown fo generall. 

But feed their humours, and doe not fpare ; 

Bring country money for our London ware. 


Efiter Grefham and John Grelham. 

GreJIt, Where’s M. Hohfon ? — Cvj you m.^rcy, fir. 
Hok No liarme good M. GreJJia?n ; pray draw 
neare, 

He but difpatch a few old cuflomers, 

And bend a prefent eare to your difcourfe. 

Gre/h. At your beft leyfure. 

Hob. Nay my task is done. 

O M. GreJItam^ ’twas a golden world, 

When we were boyes : an honeil country-yeoman, 
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Such as our fathers were, God reft their fouls, 

Would wear white karfie. — Bones a me, you knaues ! 
Stooles for thefe gentlemen. — Your worfhip’s wel- 
come. 

GrcJIi, You know my bufineffe. 

Hob. About your kinfman : 

He fnall be -welcome. Befeech you, gentleman, 

Leffe of your courtefy. Wiien fhall we fee the 
youth % 

Grefi, A\Tiy, this is he. 

Hob. Which, bones a me, which 1 
GreJIi. Wliy, this. 

Hob. Wliich % where 1 What, this young gentle- 
man % 

Bones a me man, he’s not for Hobfons turne, 

He looks more like my mafler then my feruant. 

GreJIi. I mufl confeffe he is a gentleman, 

And my neare kinfman : were he mine owne 
childe, 

His fervice fliould be yours. 

Hob. I thanke you for’t ; 

And for your fake lie giue him entertainment. 

But gentleman, if you become my man, 

You mufl become more ciuill : bones a me, 

Wliat a curld pate is here ? I mufl ha’t off. 

You fee my liuery : Hobfons men are knowme 
By their freeze coats. And you will dwell with me, 
You mufl be plaine, and leaue off brauery. 

yoJm. I hope, fir, to put on fuch ciuill confor- 
mity, as you fhall not repent my entertainment. 

Hob. Pray God it proue fo. 

Gre^i. If he doe refpedl 
An vncles loue, let him be diligent. 

Hob. Weil, M. GreJIiam., partly for your loue, 

And chiefly to fupply my prefent want, 

Becaufe you fay your kinfman is well feene 
Both in languages and fadlorfhip, 

I doe intend to fend him into France, 

In trufl both with my Merchandizes and my Cafh. 
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yohn. And if I take not order to caihier that and 
m}delfe too^ a pox of all French farthingales. 

Gre/Ii. How Hand you minded to your maHers 
motion ? 

yohfi. Somewhat vnwilling to leaue my acquaint- 
ance ; but good vncle, I know you fend me out of 
louej and I hope 'twill be a meanes to call me home 
the iboner. 

Gr^i. Pray God it may. 

yolm. lie want of my will elfe. lie play a mer- 
chants part with you, lie take vp French commodities, 
veluet kirtles, and taffety fore parts. He ha that I go 
for, or lie make halfe the hot-houfes in Deepe fmoke 
for this tricke. 

Mob. What, are your bookes made euen with your 
accompts 1 

1 Pren. I haue compaPd our wares with our re- 
ceipt, 

And find fir, ten pounds difference. 

Mob. Bones a me knaiie, 

Ten pounds in a morning ? here’s the fruit 
Of Dagger-pyes and aie-houfe guflings. 

IMake euen your recknings, or bones a me knaues, 
You {hall all fmart for’t 

2 Pren. Hark you, fellow Goodman : 

Who tooke the ten pounds of the country chapman. 
That told my mailer the new fafhions % 

I Pren. Fore God not L 

3 Pren. Nor L 

Mob. Bones a me, knaues, 

I haue pay’d foundiy for my country newes. 

What was his name ? 

1 Pren. Now afore God, I know not. 

2 Pren. I neuer faw him in the fhop till now. 

Mob. Now, bones a me, what careleile knaues 

keepe I, 

Giue me the booke, What habit did he w’eare ? 

I Pren. As I remember me, a tawny coat. 
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Hoh, Art fure ? then, fet him do\vne Jolm Tawny- 
coat 

I Fren, Ten pound in trufl vnto Jolm Tawny- 
coat 

Hoh, Bones a me man, thefe knaues will begger 
me. 

GreJJu Birlady, fir, ten pounds is too much to 
lofe ; 

But ten times ten pound cannot fhake your credit. 

Hoh. Thanke God for all : when I came firfl to 
towne, 

It would haue fhooke me Ihrewdly. But M. Grejham^ 
How Hands your difference with Sir Thomas Ram- 
fey% 

Are you made friends yet ? 

GreJJh He is fo obHinate, 

That neither Juries nor commiffions, 

Nor the intreaties of his nearefl friends, 

Can ftoope him vnto compofition. 

Mob. Tis pafling Hrange. Were Mobfo?i in your 
coat, 

Ere I’de confume a penny amongfl lawyers, 

I’d giu’t poore people ; bones a me I would. 

Grejh. A good refolue; but Sir Thomas Ramfm 
mind 

Is of another temper, and ere Grejham 
Will giue away a tittle of his right. 

The Law fhall begger me. 

Mob. ■ Bones a me, man, Twill doe that quickly. 

Grejh. To preuent which courfe, 

•The Lady Ra^nfey hath by earnefl fuit 
Procur’d the reuerend preacher, Dodlor Nowell^ 

A man well reckon’d for his grave refpedl, 

To comprimife and end our difference, 

The^ place, the Lumbard ; ten of clocke the 
houre 

Appointed for the hearing of our caufe. 

Shall I requeft your friendly company 1 
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Hoi). With all my heart, both company and 
purfe : 

Bones a me, knaues, looke better to m’y fhop : 

I^Ien of our trade mufl wear good husbands eyes ; 
Mongfl many chapmen, there are few that buyes. 
j\Iy leyfure now your bufiiieffe attends ; 

Time’s won, not lofl, that’s fpent to make men 
friends. Exeunt. 

Enter Doctor Nowell and my Lady Ramfie. 

Lady. Good Mailer Do6lor Nowell^ let your loue 
Now Ihow itfelfe vnto me. Such as they, 

Men of the chiefell note within this city, 

To be at fuch a jarre, doth make me blufh, 

Whom it doth fcarfe concern : you are a good man ; 
Take you the courfe in hand, and make them friends : 
’Twill be a good dayes work, if fo it ends. 

D. JVoTa. My Lady Eamfy, I haue heard ere this, 
Of their contentions, their long fuit in law ; 

How by good friends they haue been perfwaded 
both, 

Yet both but deafe to faire perfwafion. 

What good will my word doe with headllrong men ? 
Breath, blown e againfl the wind, retumes againe. 

Lady. Although to gentlemen and citizens, 

They haue beene fo ralh, yet to fo graue a man, 

Of whom none fpeake, but fpeake with reuerence, 
Whole words are gather’d in by euery eare, 

As flowers receiue the dew that comfort them, 

They will be more attentiue. Pray, take it in hand : 
Tis a good deed ; ’twill with your vertue Hand. 

D. Now. To be a make-peace doth become me 
well, 

The charitable motion good in you j 

And in good footh, ’twill make me wet mine eyes 

To fee them euen, haue beene fo long at odds, 

And by my meanes. He doe the bell I can, 

But God mull blefle my words, for man’s but man. 
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If you hiow not mey 

Enter Sir Thomas Ramfie, 

Lady, I thank you heartily, and by the houre I 
know, 

They will be prefently here on the Lumbard, 

Wliither I drew you for this intent : 

And fee, Sir Thomas is come ; pray breake with him. 

D, Now, Good day to Sir Tho?ms Earnfie, 

Ram, M. Deane of Pauls, as much to you. 

’Tis flrange to fee you here in Lumber Street, 

This place of traffique, whereon merchants meet 

E. JVow. ’Tis not my cullom : but Sir Thomas 

Enter Ml Grefham and old Hobfon. 

Hoh. Come, come. 

Now, body a me, I fweare not eueiy day, 

You are too-too much to blame : two citizens 
Such as yourfelfe and Sir Thomas Ramfie are, 

To beate yourfelues in law fixe or feuen yeare, 

Make lawyers, Tumeyes clerks, and knaues to fpend 
Your money in a brabling controuerfy, 

Euen like two fooles. See where the other is, 

With our Deane of Pauls. — Ne’er better met ; 

We two as umpiers will conclude a fliife 
Before the clock ilrike twelue, that now is eleuen, 
Lawyers this full feuen yeare haiie brabled in, 

And -with a cup or two of merry-go-down e, 

Make them lhake hands. Is’t not well faid, M. 
Dean ? 

E, Now, And I could wilh it as well done, M. 
HobfoJi, 

Grefi, lie haue you both know, though you are 
my iriends, 

I fcorne my caufe fhould floope or yeeld to him. 
Although he be reputed Ramfie the rich. 

Ram, And Grefham lhali perceiue that Ramfies 
purfe 

Shall make him fpend the wealth of OJlerleyy 
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you know no body. 

But he fliall know. 

GreJIu Know, what fhall I know ? 

Ram. That Ram fie is as good a man as Grejham. 
Grefii. And Grefiiain is as good a man as Ramfie. 
Ram, Tut, tut, tut. 

Grefit, Tut in thy teeth, although thou art a 
knight 

Hob. Bones-a~me, you are both to blame. 

We two like friends come to conclude your flrife, 

And you like fifh-wiues fall a fcolding here. 

I), Now, How {lands the difference twixt you my 
good friends 1 

Lady, The impatience both of the one and other 
Will not permit to heare each other fpeake : 
lie tell the caufe for both ; and thus it is. 

There is a iordfliip called Ofieriey, 

That M. Gf^efiiaffi hath both bought and built upon. 
Gre/k, And tis a goodly manour, M. Deane. 

Lady, . Which Ofieriey, before he dealt therein, 

Sir Thomas,, my husband here, did thinke to buy, 

And had giueii eamefl for it 
Ram. Then Grefiiam here, deales with the land- 
feller, 

And buyes my bargain moft difhoneflly. 

Grefk, God for his mercy, touch mine honefly, 
Away with comprimife, with taking vp ; 

The law fhall try my caufe and honefty. 

Ram, Twill proue no better then it fhould, 
Grejhafn, 

Grejh, Twill proue as good as Ramfies, Ramfie, 
Ram, Doe not I know thy rifing % 

Grejh, I, and I know thine. 

Ram, Why, mine was honeflly. 

Grejh. And fo was mine. 

Hob, Heyday, bones a me, 

Was’t euer feene two men to fcold before ? 

Here^s, I know thy rifing, and I know thine, 

When as Gods bleffing that hath rais’d them both. 

Am I worfe becaufe in Edwards days, 
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When Popery went downe, I did iiigroffe 
Moft of the beads that were within the kingdome, 
That when Queen Mary had renew’d that Church, 
They that would pray on beads were forc’d to me ? 

I made them Hretcli their purfe-llrings, grew rich 
thereby; 

Beads were to me a good commodity. 

Grejth No matter for your beads, my right’s my 
right 

Ram, Yet GreJIiam fliall well know he hath done 
me WTong. 

Grefli, There’s law enough to right you : take your 
courfe. 

D, Now, Reafon being made mans guide, why is’t 
that force 

And violent paffions do fweepe the foul 
Into fuch headlong mifchiefs ? ’tis onely this ; 

Reafon would rule, Nature a rebell is. 

You know the fire of your contention. 

Hath onely cherifhing and is maintain’d 
From vile affedlions, whofe flrength’s but thus, 

As fouitry heat doth make vs fhun the fire, 

An extreame cold doth alter that defire, 

All things that haue beginnings haue their ends : 

Your hate muR haue conclufion ; then be friends. 

Hob. Friends, — M. Doctor Nowell^ look you here, 
Here’s M. GreJJiams hand. 

Lady. He bring the other. 

Hob, This feuen yeare they haue beene in law 
together. 

How much fuch men as they in feuen yeares fpend, 
X/awyers may laugh at, but let wife men judge. 

Grejh, Friend Hobfon, 

Ram, Wife, lady. 

Hob, Bones a me, He hold you fall : 

I will not haue a couple of fuch men 

Make cackling lawyers rich, and themfelues fooles, 

And for a trifling caufe, as I am old Hobfon, 

Grf. Sir Thomas Ramfie, 
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know no body. 

Ram* Master Grejham. 

Hoh. Body of me, both lhall be fchoord. M. D. 

Nowell^ 

You know the caufe, that this contention 
Is onely that he bought a peece of land, 

This had giuen eameft for : all Adams earth, 

And Adams earth is free for Adams fons, 

And tis a fhame men fliould contend for it 
Mdiatere you fpeake fhall for a fentence ftand, 

And being fpoke, they fhali fhake hand in hand. 

Z). Now, If I niufl then decide the difference, 
Thus it fhall be : becaufe that Sir Tho^nas Ramfie , 
Had earneft giuen before you bought the land. 
Though you were not acquainted with fo much, 

I do award he haue an hundred pounds 
Towards his charges ; and for that you 
Haue both paid for the land and built vpon it, 

It fhall continue yours. The money you haue fpent, 
Eyther account it loft, or badly lent 

Gr^i, Gods precious 1 I haue fpent hue hundred 
pound. 

Rajn* And fo haue I. 

Nok No matter, 

The judgement flands, onely this verdit too : 

Had you before the law forefeen the Ioffe, 

You had not now come home by weeping-croffe. 
Strifes may as well haue end *twixt honeff men ; 
Lawyers fet fooles to law, then laugh at them. 

GreJIi* Tore God, tis true ; and now I thinke 
vpon it, 

We might at firfl haue ended it by friends, 

And made ourfelues merr}^ with the money. 

But being done, tis done ; then Sir Thomas Ramfie,^ 
Lets leaue both lofers : tis but a thoufand pound i 
And if you be as well content as I, 

Here wele fhake hands and let our anger die. 

Hoh, Shake hands j by the marry-god, Sir Thomas^ 
what elfe ? 
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Ram, You (how yourfelues our friends^ to make vs 
friends ; 

Then in good footh He not be obilinate. 

Lady, Nay, M. Doctor Nowell, join their hands. * 
I know the reuerent regard of you 
Hath temperd both their hearts. 

Gf^eJJi, Madam, tis true. 

I think to any but fo good a man 

We fhould haue both been headflrong ; but come. 

D, Now, With all my heart Long may you Hue 
together, 

As friend fhould be to friend, brother to brother. 

Gr^. Amen, amen, Sir Thomas, 

Ram, Amen, amen. Mafler Grejham, 

Hob, Amen, amen, to you both. 

And is not this better then euery terme 
To trot after lawyers ? 

Grejh, Good footh, tis true, if we could thinke 
it fo; 

But tis mans nature, he defires his woe. A Jlorme, 
Now, paffion-a-me, Sir Thomas, a cruel florm ; 

And we flay long, we fhall be wet to th’ skin. 

I do not lik ’t : nay it angers me, 

That fuch a famous city as this is, 

W’^herein fo many gallant merchants are, 

Haue not a place to meet in, but in this, 

Where euery fhowre of raine mufl trouble them. 

I cannot tell, but if I Hue : lets Hep into the Popes- 
head ; 

We fliall be dropping dry if we Hay here. 

He haue a roofe built, and fuch a roofe, 

That merchants and their wiues, friend, and their 
friends, 

Shall walk vnderneath it, as now in Powles. 

YTiat day of the month is this 1 
Hob, Day, M. Grejham ? let me fee ; 

I tooke a fellowes word for twenty pound ; 

The tenth of March, the tenth of March. 
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yo2t hiow no body. 

GreJIi. The tenth of March ; well, if I Hue, 

He raife a worke fhall make our merchants fay, 

Twas a good fhowre that fell vpon that day. 

How now Ictcke ? 

Enter Grefham. 

Sir, my M. here hauing prefered me to be 
his factor into France, I am come to take my ieaue of 
you. 

I thank him for his care of thee. — IsL 
Hchfoiiy 

My kinfman’s come to take his Ieaue of me ; 

He tells me you are fending him for France. 

Hoh, Bones a me, knaue, art there yet % 

I thought thou hadH beene halfe way there by this. 
yohn. I did but flay fir, to take my Ieaue of 
my vncle. 

GreJJi. O M. Hohfon^ he comes in a very good 
time. 

I was bethinking me whom I fhould fend 
To fetch this hundred pound I am fet to pay 
To Sir Thomas Ea^nfie, Nay, as we are friends, 

Well haiie all couenants kept before we part. 
yohn, God grant that I may fee it. 

G7‘ejh. Here yohn^ take this feaFd ring : 

Bid Tmothy prefently fend me a hundred pound. 
Joht, I fir. 

GreJIu I am fare he hath it ready told for thee, 
Wele flay here on the Lumbard till thou comfl. 
yokn. Yes, fir. 

I>. Now, Nay, flay, good yohn: thou knowfl my 
dwelling, yohn% 

yohn. In Powles Churchyard, fir. 

D. Now, The hundred pound thou art fent for, 
bring it thither. 

yohn. Yes marry will I fir. Exit, 

D, Nmo, And my good friends fince that fo long a 
flrife 
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Hath end by my perfwalion, He entreat 
My houfe may entertaine you for this time ; 

Where with fuch neceffaries well pafs the time, 

As God fliall bell be pleafed, and you contented. 

I keepe no riot, nor you looke for none, 

Onely my table is for euery one. 

GreJJi. A cup of fack, and welcome, M. Deane : 
Nature is beft contented with a meane. Exeunt 


EjiterTimoihy and John Grefham. 

John. As I told you Timothy^ 

You muft fend my vncle ilraight a hundred pound : 
He dines at Dodlor Nowels^ and gaue me in charge 
To hafle with the money after him. ^ 

Tim. You come to me JoJm for a hundred pound : 
I thank my fpirituall maker, I haue the charge of many 
hundreds of his now John. I hope John^ you feare 
God. 

John. Feare God % sfoot, what elfe : I fear God 
and the devill too, 

Thn. I mufl tell you John^ and I know it, you 
haue not fed of the fpirituall food, but edified by faith, 
and fuffered the tares of the wild affections to be 
burnt. 

John. Foot thou wouldfl not haue me make my- 
felf a French martyr, to be burnt at thefe yeares, 
wouldfl thou ? 

Tim. I haue knov/n them Jo/m, of our Church, 
haue been burnt for other finnes before thy yeares. 

John. 1 by my faith Timothy it may be you haue ; 
for as clofe as you carry your teeth together, with 
indeed good brother, I doe not thinke but once in a 
yeare a man might find you quartered bebvixt the 
mouth at Bifhopfgate, and the preaching place in the 
Spittle, 

Tim. Now you talk of the Spittle, I mufl fay, in 
very deed, I haue beene in the Spittle. 
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. yoJm, It is more like Timothy you haue beene ac- 
quainted with the pox, then. 

Tim. But if you fhould thinke yoJm that I would 
be there to commit, deale, or to fpeake more pro- 
phanely, to venture in the way of all defh, you do 
wrong me being a brother of the faith. 

yolm. Come right yourfelfe and your mailer, then, 
and fend him this one hundred pound. Here’s his 
feal’d ring ; I hope a warrant fufficient 

Tim. Tpon fo good fecurity, yohn^ lie fit me to 
deliver it. Exit. 

John. Spend it ! God fend me but once to finger it, 
and if I doe not make a Flanders reckoning on’t — 
and that is, as I haue heard mad wagges fay, receiue it 
here, and reuell it away in another place — let me bee 
fpit out of the roome of good fellovvdhip, and neuer 
haue fo much fauor as to touch the skirt of a taffata 
petticoat 

Tut, I am young and mine Vncle’s an old chuffe ; 
And lie not want, yfaith, fince he hath enough. 

I muft not let this fame wainfcot face, yea and nay, 
hear me, though. 


Efiter Thnoihy. 

Thn. Here John; accept my duty to my mafier. 
I liiull tell you yo/m, I would not haue trufled you, 
yohn, without fo fufficient a difcharge. 

yo/in. I am the leffe beholding vnto you. But 
now I haue it, becaufe you preacht to me vpon my 
demand of it, He be fo bold to ledlure vnto you vpon 
your delivery. Timothy.^ you know the prouerb, good 
Timothy, That the Jiill fow cates all the draje ; and no 
queflion the niofl fmoother-tongued fellow, the more 
arrant knaue : God forbid I fhould call you fo, Timo- 
thy, yet will I leaue this for your further remem- 
brance. 

Vnder the yea and nay, men often huy 
Much cozenage, finde many a Ik : 
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He that with yea and nay makes all Ms fayings^ 
Yet pr ones a Judas m his dealings ^ 

Shall hane this writtefi ore his gratae, 

Thy life feesned pure ^ yet died a knaue, 

Tim, Do you hear John ; you know the chap- 
mans word in London, He trujl you, but no further 
the7i I fee you. You haue the hundred pound, John, 
but, for that you haue wronged vs that loue to be edi- 
fied, will goe with you to my mafler, and fee the 
money deliuered. 

Jolm, Why, a trufied me to come mth it 

Tim, I care not, by yea and nay ; He go ; by yea 
and nay, I will. 

Johi, Let me but aske thee this quefiion ; whe- 
ther dofl thou go in any loue to thy mafler, or to 
me ? 

Tim, Though my mafler be my mafler, yet you 
haue flirr’d myflomacke. 

Jolm, I thought there was the fruit of your puri- 
tane patience. Come, let’s along, and I do not 
fhow your religion a trick fhall fcarce be digefled 
mth pepins or cheefe, let me be called Cut. Come 
along. Exit 


Enter Honefly, the Sergeant, and Quicke. 

Hon, Fellow Quick, pray thee haue a care : if thou 
canfl fee John the vpholfter, I mufl needs an'efl 
him. 

Oidck, How much is the debt ? 

Bon. Some fifty pound. 

Quick, Dofl thou think he is able to put in bail 
to the aiSlion % 

Hon, I think fcarce enough. 

Quick, Why, then, wele arrefl him to the Popes- 
head, call for the bell cheere in the houfe, firfl feed 
vpon him, and then, if hee will not come off, carry 
him to the Compter. But if he will flretch fome 4. 
or 5. pound, being the fum is fo great, he fliall paffe. 
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Weele make him fweare he fliall not tell he was ar- 
reiled, and wele fweare to the creditor %ve cannot meet 
with him. 

Ho7i. Fore God thou fayeil well. 

Quick. I haue feiued Sent the Perfumer, Tallow 
the Currier, Quarreil the Glafier, and fome three or 
four more of our poore fmelts fo this morning. 

Enter John. 

John. Hart I haue courfl through two or three 
lanes, yet the miching ilaue followes me fo clofe, I 
cannot giue him the llip for this hundred pound ; as 
God faue me, now tis in my hand, Ide rather be 
hangkl then part from it. Foot, ’twill make a man 
merry half a yeare together in France, command 
wenches or anything. Part from it, quoth you ; that 
were a iefi, indeed : fhail a young man as I am, and, 
though I fay it, indifferent proper, goe into a flrange 
country, and not fhow himfelfe -what metali he is made 
of, when a comes there 1 I protefl a very good hun- 
dred pound : a hundred pound mil goe farre in 
France, and when a man hath it not of his owne, who 
flioiild he make bold withal for it, if he may not with 
his vncle 1 But fee, if that thin-faced rogue be not 
come againe. I muft haue a trick for him. 

Enter Tim. 

Tim. For all your fore-long too and fro, by yea 
and nay, He follow you. 

John. Will you ? There fhould be fergeants here- 
abouts. Will you ? Lord, if it be thy will fend me 
to hit of one, and if I doe not fhow you a trick. — Thou 
fhouldfl be a fergeant by thy peering fo. 

Hon. Why, M. John, fo I am. 

J ohn. Thou art happily met ; I am looking for 
one. 

What’s thy name I 
1 


T 
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Bon. My name, M. I haiie beene merry 

at your vncles many a time : my name’s Honejiy. 
yohn. Ifaith. 

Quick. Nay, He aflure you bis name is Honejiy^ 
and 1 am Qidck^ his yeoman. 

yoJin. Ho7icJiy 1 who, the pox, gaue thee that 
name ? 

But thou mufl doe an office for mine vncle. — 

Here, Qmck^ run thou before and enter the aclion ; 
Tliere’s money : an adlion of an hundred pound 
Againfl Tmothy Thin-heard, M. Grcjhams fadlor. 

1 hope I ffiall teach you to dog me. 

Quick. An adlion againfl Thin-heard : I goe. Exit. 
foJm. Here, Ho7iefty, here’s money for thy 
arrefl, 

Ee fure to take good bail, or clap him fafl. 

I hope I fhall fhew you a tricke. 

Bon. Mum for that. 

yohn. See where he is : God profper it. ' 

Fallen upon him like a hungry dog vpon a' piece of 
meat ; 

Ami if this be not a tricke to catch a foole, 

A more knaue learne me, and He goe to fchoole. 

Bo/l I arrefl you, fir. 

Tim. Arrefl me, thou feruant to Satan,, at whofe 
fuit ? 

Bon. At your mailers, M. G7‘ejha77is. 

Tim. O God, for thy mercy, M. yohn., M. 

yoh/i. 

yohn. Nay, nay, this loo. pound hath other worke 
in hand for me ; 

You are in the deuils hands, and fo agree. Exit. 
Ti77i. My good friend, now what mufl become of 
me ? 

Bo?i. Vnleffe we fhall to the tauerne, and drinke 
till you can fend for baile, you mufl to the Compter. 

Tun. Is there no difference made betwixt the 
faithfuli and the vnfaithfull ? 

Bo7l Faith very little in paying of debts 3 but if 
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you be^ io holy, I maruei how you ran fo far behind- 
hand with your mafier. 

T/m. 1 mufl confeffe I owe my mafier 500. 
pound. How I came fo, it is not fit to lay the fins 01 
- our iielli open to euery eye ; and you know the fay- 
ing, Tis bad to do cuil, hit zaorjl to hcaft of it ; yet he 
aboue knows, that fometimes as foon as I haue come 
from Bow” Church, I haue gone to a bawdy-houfe. 

Hon. Nay it appeares fo, that now your mafier 
hath Imelt out your imauery. 

Tim. Not to commit in very deed good friend, but 
onely to fee fafnions : or to recreate and flir vp our 
drowfie appetites. 


Ent. Qu. 

Ho 7 i. Well, here comes my fellow Qiticke.^ and. 
vnleffe you will content vs for flaying, you mull along 
to the Compter. 

Tim. I hope you thinke The Idbotirer is 7 vorthy of 
his hire. We will flay here at the tauern; and, 
Qjdcke^ I will content thee, to cany a Letter to my 
mailer, wherein I will make him a reflitution of his 
500. pound by repentance, and fhoiv him the way 
that my fraile nature hath run into. 

Hon. Well, we’ie be paid by the houre. 

Tmi. It will not be amiffe if you buy an houre- 
glafs. Exeimt 

Enter D. Nowell, Grefham, Sir Thomas Ramfie, 
Hobfon, Lady Ramfie. 

Grcjh. Come, M. D. Nowell^ now ive haue done 
Our worfl to your good cheere, ive’d faine be gone ; 
Only we ftay my kinfman’s long returne, 

To pay this hundred pound to Sir Thomas Ramfie. 

D. Now. Then allure you he will be here pre- 
fently : 

In the meane time I haue drawne you to this walke, 

T 2 
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A gallery, wherein I keepe the pictures 
Of many charitable citizens, 

That having fully fatisfied your bodies, 

You may by them learne to refrefli your foules, 

G7'eft. Are all thefe pidlures of good citizens ? 

D, They are j and He defcribe to you fome 

of their births, 

How they beflow’d their Hues, and did fo Hue, 

The fruits of this life might a better giue. 

GrcJIu You fliall gaine more in fliewing this to vs, 
Then you haue fhowne. 

Lady. Good M. Deane, I pray you fliew it vs, 

D. Now. This was the picture of Sir y^olm Filpot^ 
fometimes Mayor. 

This man at one time, at his owne charge, 

Leuied ten thoufand fouldiers, guarded the realme 
From the incurfions of our enemies, 

And in the yeare a thoufand three hundred and 
eighty, 

When Thomas of Woodjioche^ Thomas Te^ry, with 
other noblemen, 

Were lent to aide the Duke of Briitany^ 

This faid yoJm Filpot furnifli’d out foure fhips 
At his own charges, and did releafe the armor 
That the poore foldiers had for vidtiials pawn’d. 

This man did Hue when Walwofdh was Lord Maior, 
That prouident, valiant, and learned citizen, 

That both attach’d and kild that tray tor Tyler \ 

For which good feruice, Walworth the Lord Mayor, 
This Filpot., and four other Aldermen, 

Were knighted in the held. 

Thus did he Hue 3 and yet, before he dy’d, 

Affur’d reliefe for thirteene poore for euer. 

Grejh. By the marry god, a worthy citizen, 

On good my Dean. 

D. Now. This Sir Richard Whittington., three 
times Mayor, 

Sonne to a knight, and prentife to a mercer, 

Began the Library of Gray- Friars in London, 
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And his executors after him did build 
Whittmgton Colledge, thirteene Alms-houfes for poor 
men, 

Repaired S. Bartkolome'mes^ in Smithheld, 

Glafed the Guildhall, and built Newgate. 

Moh, Bones of me, then I haue heard lies ; 

For I iiaiie heard he was a fcuilion, 

And rais’d himfelf by venture of a Cat 

D, Nbw. They did the more wrong to the gentle- 
man. 

This Sir yolin Alien, mercer and Mayor of London, 

A man fo gi-aue of life, that he was made 
A Priuy Councillor to King Henry the Eight, 

He gaue this city a rich collar of gold. 

That by the Mayor fucceeding ihould be worne ; 

Of which Sir William Laxto?i was the firll, 

And is continued euen vnto this yeare. 

A number more there are, of whofe good deeds 
This city florilht 

Grejh, And we may be alhamed, 

For in their deeds we fee our owne difgrace. 

We that are citizens, are rich as they were, 

Behold their charity in euery flreet, 

Churches for prayer, aimes-houfes for the poore. 
Conduits which bring vs water ; all which good 
We doe fee, and are relieu’d withal, 

And yet we Hue like beads, fpend time and dye, 
Leaning no good to be remember’d by. 

Lady. Among the dories of tliefe blefled men, 

So many that inrich your gallery, 

There are two womens piS:ures : what %vere they ? 

Z?. Nbm. They are two that haue deferu’d a 
memory 

Worthy the note of our poderity. 

This Ag7ies Fojler, %vife to Sir A. Fofler, 

That freed a begger at the grate of Lud-gate,‘ 

Was after Mayor of this moft famous city, 

And builded the fouth fide of Lud-gate vp, 

Vpon ^¥hich wall thefe verfes I haue read ; 
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Deuout Joules^ that paffe this way, 

For M. Fojicr late Mayor honejily pray^ 

And Agnes his wife to God LO/fcrarc, 

That ,of pity this houfe made for Londoners in Lud- 
gafe\ 

So that for lodging and water here nothing they pay, 

As their keeper's Jhall anfwer at dreadful! Doomefday, 
Lady, O, what a charitable deed was this 1 
Z?. JVbw. This Aue Gdfon, who in her husbands 
life, 

Being a grocer, and a Sheriffe of London, 

Founded a Free School at Batcliffe, 

There to inftrudl threefcore poore children ; 

Built fourteene aimes-houfes for fourteene poore. 
Leaning for Tutors 50, pound a yeare, 

And quarterly for euery one a noble. 

Lady, Why Ihould not I Hue fo, that being dead. 
My name might haue a regifler with theirs. 

Grejk, Why Ihould not all of vs being wealthy 
men, 

And by Gods bleffing onely raifd, but 
Cafl in our minds how w^e might them exceed 
In godly workes, helping of them that need. 

Hob, Bones a me, ’tis true : why fhouid we line 
To haue the poor to curfe vs, being dead ? 

Heauen grant that I may Hue, that, when I die, 
Although my children laugh, the poor may cry. 

Now, If you will follow the religious path 
That- tliefe haue beat before you, you fhall ?/iri 
Heauen. 

Euen in the mid-day walkes yon fliall not walk the 
Hreet, 

But widow^s orifons, lazars prayers, orphans thankes. 
Will fly into your eares, and with a joyfull blufli 
Make you thanke God that you haue done for them ; 
When, otherwife, they'le fill your eares with curfes, 
Crying, we feed on woe, you are our nurfes. 

’ O is’t not better that young couples fay, 

You rais’d vs vp, then, you were our decay ? 
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And mothers tongues teach their hril borne to nng 
Of your good deeds, then by your bad to wring ? 

Hob, No more, hi. D. Novsdl^ no more. 

I thinke thefe words fiiould make a man of dint 
To mend his life : how fay you, I\I. Grejlzarsi 2 

Gre^u Fore god, they haue iiarted teares into my 
eies ; 

And, M, D. NoidJtll, you iliall fee 
The words that you haue fpoke haiie WTOught eneck 
in me. 

Lady, iknd from thefe women I will take a way 
To guide my life for a more blelTed ilay. 

Now, Begin then whilfl you line left being dead. 
The good you giue in charge be neuer done. 

Make your owne hands your executors, your eyes 
ouerfeers, 

And haue this faying euer in your mind : — 

Women befor^e^nl^ children he rnkind^ 

Executors be couetous,, and take what they can finds. 
Hob, In my time I haue feen many of them. 

He learn then to preuent them whilft I 

Hue. 

The good I mean to do, thefe hands ihall giue. 

Enter Quick, 

Quick, The matter you wot of fir is done. 

Grejh, Done, knaue ! whaf s done ? 

Quick, He is in huckflers handling, fir : and here 
he commends him vnto you. 

Grefli, Marry-god knaue, doft tell me riddles? 
w’hat’s all this ? 

Quick, A thing will fpeak his owme mind to you, 

If 5^ou pleafe but to open the lip. 

Eiiter Clowm, 

CIow?i, By your leaue, gentlemen, I am come to 
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fmeli out my mafler here. — Your kinfman yohn^ fir. 
your kinfman yoJm. 

GreJIu O he has brought the hundred pound. 
AVhere is he ? 

Quick, It appears by this, the matter is of iefs 
waight. 

Grcjk, What, more papers 
Fellow, what hail thou brought me here a recanta- 
tion ? 

Clowfi, It may be fo, for he appeares in a white 
iheet. 

Quick, Indeed, he feems fory for his bad life. 
Grefli. Bad life ! bad life, knaue ! what meanes all 
this ? 

M. D. Nowell,, pray reade it for me, 

And He reade that my kinfman yohn hath fent. 

Where is he knaue % 

Clown, Your worihip is lio wifer then you ihould 
be, to keepe any of that coat. 

GreJJi, Knaue thou meaneft. 

Clown, Knaue I meane, fir, but your kinfman 

yo/m. 

That by this timers well forward on his way. 

Grejk, Heyday ! what haue we here 1 knaiiery as 
quicke as eels : 

We’le more of this. 

Clown, You were befl let me heipe you hold 
it fir. 

GreJJi. Why knaue, doft thinke I cannot hold a 
paper 1 

Clown, Flelpe will do no hurt ; for if the knaiiery 
be as quicke as an eele, it may chance to deceiiie 
you. 

Grefi, {reads,) 

I am a nm'chant made hy chance,^ 

And lackmg cobie to vcntw'e^ 

Your him di'ed pound s gone toward Frafice ; 

Your Fadiods in the Compter, 
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Quick. No, fir; he is yet but in the tauern at 
Compter-gate ; but he (hall foon be in, if you pleafe. 
Gyejh. Away, knaue, let me read on : 

My father gatie me a portion.; 

You kcepe away my due; 

I haiie paid myfeIfea>pa7dto fpend : 

He7'is a dif charge for you. 

Precious cole here’s a knaue round with me. 

D. Now. Your factor Timothy Thinbcard. writes to 
you,_ 

Who, as it feems, is arrefted at your fute. 

Greflu How ! at my fute ? 

D. Now. And here confeffeth by ufing bad com- 
pany 

He is run behind hand hue hundred pound. 

And doth intreat you would be good to him. 

Grefh. How ! run behind hand hue hundred pound, 
And by bad company 1 M. Dean of Fowks^ 

He is a fellow feemes fo pure of life, 

I durfl haue trufled him with all I had, 

D. Now. Here is fo much \mder his ovme 
hand. 

Grefh. Ha, let me fee. — Who fet you to arrefl 
him % 

Quick. Why, your kinfman ffohi j your kinfman 
ybh77. 

Grefh. Ha, ha, ifaith, I fmeil the knauer}*, 
then. 

This knaue belike miflrufling of ray kinfman, 

Would come along to fee the money giuen me : 

Mad yack., hauing no tricke to put him oh* 

Arrefls him with a iergeant, a,t my fute. 

There w^'ent my hundred pound a’way : this Thinbcard. 
then, 

Knowing himfelfe to haue playM the knaue with 
me, 

And thinking I had arrefled him indeed, 

Confeffeth all his trickes with yea and nay. 

So, here’s hue hundred pound come, one run away. 
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Hob. Bones a me, I^I. Gre^iam^ is my man 
gone away with your liuiiclred pound *? 

Clown, Faith it appeares fo, by the acquittance 
that I brought. 

GreJIi. No matter, M. Hohfon : the charge you 
trufl him with 

He fee he fhali difcharge. I know he is wilde, 

Yet, I mufl tell you, He not fee him iunke ; 

And, afore-god, it hath done my heart more good, 

The knaue had wit to do fo mad a tricke, 

Then if he had proiited me twice fo much. 

Ram, He euer had the name of mad yack 
GreJIiam, 

Grejh, He’s the more like his vncle. Sir Thomas 
Ramfey^ 

When I was young. I doe remember well, 

I was as very a knaue as he is now. 

Sirrah, bring Thm-heard hither to me ; and Sir Thomas 
Ramfey^ 

Your hundred pound He fee you paid myfelfe. 

Ha, ha 1 mad Jack^ gramercy for this flight : 

This hundred pounds makes me thy vncle right 

Exeunt, 


Enter John Tawnie<oai, 

Taw, I, fure, his in this lane : I turned on the 
right hand, coming from the Stockes. Nay, though 
there was mafler careleffe, man careleffe, and all care- 
leffe, He flill be honeft yohn^ and fcorne to take any 
mans ware but He pay them for it I warrant they 
thinke me an arrant knaue, for going aWay and not 
paying ; and in my confcience the mafler cudgeld the 
men, and the men .the mafler, and all about me ; 
when, as (I fweare) I did it innocently. But, fure, 
this is the lane : theres the Windmill ; theres the Dogs 
head in the pot ; and heres the Fryer whipping the 
Numaes arfe. Tis hereabout fure. 
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Enter in the Jhop two of Flobfons folkes^ and opening 
the Jhop. 

. I. Come fellow Cracky haue you forted vp tliofe 
wares ? 

Markt them with 54 ? They mufl be packt up. 

2. I haue done’t an houre ago, Haue you feald 
up 

My mailers letter to his faclor, JoJm Grejham ? 

It is at Deepe, in France, to fend him matches, 

For he mufl vie them at Brijtow fair. 

I. Ij and the poll receiued it two houres fmce. 
Taw. Sure, it is hereabout : the kennell was on 
my right hand; and I thinke, in my confcience, I 
fhall neuer haue the grace of God and good lucke, if 
I do not pay it SYoot, look here, look here, I know 
this is the ihop, by that fame flretch-halter. O my 
mailers, by your leaue, good fellows. 

I. You are welcome, fir ; you are ’welcome. 

Taw. Indeed thats the common faying about Lon- 
don, if men bring money with them, 

I. O, fir, money cuilomers to vs are befl w’el- 
come. 

Taw. You fay well ; fo they fhoiiid. be. Come, 
turn oTe your books : I am come to pay this fame ten 
pound. 

I. And we are ready to receiue money. What 
might we call your name % 

Taw. Why, my name is J^olm Goodfellow. I hope 
I am not afhamed of my name. 

1. Your kinne are the more beholding vnto you. 
Fellow Cracky turn o^er the kalender, and looke for 
f^ohu Goodfdlow. 

2. What comes it to % 

Taw. Ten pound. 

I. You will haue no more -wares with you, will you 
fir?. 

Taw. Nay, prethee, not too fall : let’s pay for the 
old, before we talke of any new. 
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2 . yohn Goodfelloiu ? — NimblecJiaps^ here’s 
no fuch name in all our booke. 

I. 1 think thou art mop^eyed this morning : giue 
me the book. Letter I, letter I, letter I, — When had 
you your ware ? 

Taw, I had it fome ten da yes ago. 

I. ' Your name’s Jolm Goodfellow,,joui 2 ,j , — Letter 
I, letter I, letter I. — You do not come to mocke vs, do 
you — Letter I, letter I, letter I. — By this hand, if I 
thought you did, I would knock you about the ears, 
afore we parted. — Fellow Cracky get me a cudgel 
ready. Letter I, letter T, letter I. — Sfoot I here’s no 
fuch name in all our booke. Do you heare, fellow ? 
Are you drunke, this morning, to make vs looke for 
moonfhine in the water % 

Taw, Fut ! art not thou drunk, this morning ^ 
Canfl not receiue the money that’s due to thee 1 I 
tell thee, I had ten pounds worth of ware here. 

1. And I tell thee, yohn Goodfeilow^ here’s no 
fuch name in our booke, nor no fuch ware deli- 
uered. 

Taiif, Gods precious ! theres a jefl, indeed : fo a 
man may be fworne out of himfelf. Had I not ten 
pounds worth of ware here ? 

2 . No, goodman goofe that you had not. 

Taw, Heyda ! here’s excellent fellows, are able to 
make their mailers haire grow through his hoed in a 
moneth I They can not only careleffly deliuer away 
his ware, but alfo they will not take money for it when 
it comes. 

I. Do you hear, hoyden ? and my mailer were not 
in the next roome, Ide knocke you about th’ eares for 
playing the knaue with vs, ere you parted. 

Taw, 1 thinke your mafter had .more need (if he 
lookt well about him) to knock you for playing the 
yackes with him. Theres your ten pounds ; tell it out 
with a wanion, and take it for your pains. 

I. Futi heres a mad llaue, indeed, will giue vs 
ten pound, in fpite of our teeths. 
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2 . Fellow Nimblechaps^ alas ! let the poore fellow 
alone : it appears he is befides him. 

TmD, JMaffe, I thinke you will fooner make your 
mailer flarke mad^ if you play thus with euerybody. 


Enter old Hobfon. 

HoL Heyda, bones-a-me, here’s lazy knanes ! 

•Pafl eight a clock, and neither ware forted, 

Nor ihop fwept. 

Tail'. Good morrow to you, hr : haue you any 
more flomacke to receiue money then your men haue 
this morning ? * 

Bob. Money is welcome chaffer : welcome, good 
friend, welcome, good friend. 

Taw. Here’s Monfieur your man fcornes 

to receiue it 

Hob. How, knaues ! thinke fcorne to receiue my 
money % 

Bone^a-me, growne proud, proud knaues, proud « 

I. I hope we know, fir, you do not vfe to bnng vp 
your feruants to receiue money vnlefie it be due vnto 
you. 

Bob. No, bones-a-me, knaues, not for a million. 
Friend, come to pay me money % for what, for 
what ? 

For w^hat come you to pay me money ? 

Taw. Why, fir, for ware I had fome moneth 
ago, 

Being pins, points, and laces, 

Poting-ilicks for young wiues, for young wenches 
glaffes, 

Ware of all forts, which I bore at my back, 

To MI where I come, with what do you lacke? 

What do you lacke 1 what do you lacke ? 

Blob. Bones-a-me, a merry knaue. What’s thy 
name % 

Taw. My name, fir, is yolm Goodfcllow^ 
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An honeft poore pedier of Kent. 

Hob. And had ten pound in ware of me a moneth 
ago? 

Bones giue me the booke. yohn Goodfellow, of 
Kent. 

Taw. Oh, fir, nomine natura^ by name and 
nature, 

I am as well known for a good fellow in Kent, 

As your city Sumner's known for a knaue. 

Come, fir, will you be telling 1 

Hob. Tell me no tellings : bones-aune here's no 
fuch matter. 

Away, knaue, away, thou oweil me none. Out of my 
doors. 

Taw. How owe you none, fay you I This is but a 
trick to try my honetly now. 

Hob. There’s a groat : goe drink a pint of 
fack ; 

Comfort thyfelf; thou art not well in thy wits. 

God forbid, pay me ten pound not due to me. 

Taio. Gods dickens, heres a jefl, indeed 1 mailer 
mad, men mad, and all mad : here’s a mad liouiliold. 
Do you hear, M. Hohfon^ I do not greatly care to take 
your groat, and I care as little to fpend it ; yet you 
diall know I am yohn.^ honeil yohn^ and will not be 
outfac’t of ray honelly. Here I had ten pounds worth 
of ware, and I will pay for it. 

Hob. Nimblechaps ! call for help JSiimbkchaps. 
Bones of me, the man begins to raue. 

2 . Mafter I have found out one yohn Tawny- 
coat., 

Had ten pounds’ worth of ware a moneth ago. 

Taw. Why, that’s I, that’s 1 1 I was yohn Tawny- 
coat then, 

Though I am yohn Gray-coat now, 

H^. yohn Tawny- coat I Welcome, yohn Tawny- 
coat., 

Taw. Toot ! do you think He be outfac’d of my 
honeily? 
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Hoh. K ftool for yoh?i Tavjny-cGaf. welcome 
y^ohn Tawny-coat ; 

Honell yo/m Tawny -coat, welcome yoh?i Tawny- 
coat. 

Taw. Nay. lie aflure you, we were honefl. all the 
generation of us. 

There tis. to a coit, I warrant you : you need not tell 
it after me. 

Foot 1 do you think He be ciitfadt of mine honelly % 

Hob. Thou art honeft yohn, honefi yoh/i Tawny- 
coai. 

Having fc lionefLly paid for this. 

Sort up his pack Araight worth twentie pound. 

He triiil thee, honefi yoJm ; Hohfon will trufl thee ; 

And any time the w^are that thou doft lack, 

Money, or money not, He fiuffe thy packe. 

Taw. I thanke you, Mafter Hobfon ; and this is 

the fruit of honeflie. 

Efiter a Pnrfeuajit. 

Piirf. By your leaue M. Hohfoji^ I bring this fauour 
to you. 

My royal miflreffe, Queene Elizabeth. 

Hath fent to borrow a hundred pound of you. 

Hob. How ! bones a me, Queen know Hohfon. 
Queene kno’w Hobfoji ? 

And fend but for one hundred pound? Friend 
come in ; 

Come in, friend 3 fhall haue two ; Queen fhall haue 
two. 

If Queene know Hobfon once, her Hobfims purfe 

Mufl be free for her ; Ihee is Englands nurfe. 

Come in, good friend. Ha I Queene know Hohfon ? 

Nay, come in, yohn ; weie dine together too. 

Taw. Make vp my packe, and He along from 
you, 

Singing merrily on the way, 

Points, pins, gloiies, and purfes, 
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Poting-fticks, and black jeat-rings, 

Caiiibricks, lawns, and pretty things. 

Come, maids, and buy, my backe doth cracke, 

I haue all that you want ; what do you lack ? 

What do you lacke ? 

Eiiter Grefham mid Sioord-hearer. 

GreJJu Our cities fword-bearer, and my veiy good 
friend, 

’What, haue our honorable Court of Aldermen 
Determin’d yet? fhall GreJIia7n haue a place 
To eredl this worthy building to his name, 

May make the city fpeake of him for euer ? 

Sword. They are in earned counfell fir about it. 
Grejli. Be you my agent to and fro to them : 

I know your place, and will be thankfull to you. 

Tell them, I wait here in the Mayors Court ; 

Beneath in the Sheriffs Court my workmen waite, 

In number full an hundred : my frame is ready ,* 

All onely flay their pleafure ; then out of hand 
Tp goes my work, a credit to the land. 

Swo7'd. I fliall be dutiful in your requed. Exit 
Grcfli, Do, good M. Sword-bearer. — Now when 
this worke is rais’d 
It fhall be in the pleafure of my life 
To come and meet our merchants at their houre, 

And fee them, in the greated dorme that is, 

Walke dry, and in a worke T rais’d for them ; 

Or fetch a turne -v^dthin my vpper walke, 

Within which fquare I have orderd diops fhall be 
Of neat, but neceflarieft trades in London : 

And in the riched fort being garnidit out, 

Twill do me good to fee fliops, with faire wines 
Sit to attend the profit of their husbands \ 

Young maids brought vpj, young men as prentifes. 
Some fhall prone mailers, and fpeake in GreJJiams 
praife, 

In GreJIiams worke we did our fortunes raife. 
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For I dare fay, both country and the Court 
For wares fnall be beholding to this \vorke. 


E7iier Sword-hearer^ Lord Maio7\ arid Sheriffs, 

Sword. Mailer GreJIiam, 

Thus fends the Lord hlaior and the Court of Aider- 
men. 

Ram, Or rather come to bring the newes our- 
felfe. 

We haue determin’d of a place for you 
In Cornhill, the delightful of this clt}% 
l\diere you ihall raife your frame. The city at their 
charge 

Hath bought the houfes and the ground, 

And paid for both three thoufand hue hundred three 
and twenty pound. 

Order is giuen the houfes lhall be fold 
To any man will buy them and remoue them. 

Sher, Which is already done, being fourfcore houf- 
holds, 

Were fold at four hundred threefcore and eighteene 
pounds. 

The plot is alfo plained at the cities charges^ 

And we, in name of the whole citizens, 

Do come to giue you full poffeffion 

Of this our purchafe whereon to build a Burfe, 

A place for merchants to affemble in, 

At your owne charges. 

Grejh. Mailer Sheriff, He doh ; and what I fpend 
therein, 

I fcorne to iofe day ; neglecl is a fin. — 

"i^Tiere be my workmen ^ 


E/ifer Workmen, 

Work. Here, here, with trovrel and tools ready 
at hand. , 
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Enter D. Nowell and Hobfon. 

GreJIi. Come, fellows, come ; 

We haue a frame made, and we liaiie roonie 
To raife it But M. D. Nowell and IMafler Hobfon^ 
We haue your prefence in a happy time ; 

This feuenth of June, we the hrft flone will lay 
Of our new Burfe. Giue vs fome brickes. 

Here’s a brick, here’s a fair foueraign. 

Thus I begin ; be it hereafter told, 

I laid the hrfl Rone with a piece of gold. 

He that loues GreJJia?n follow him in this : 

The gold we lay due to the workmen is. 

Work. Oh, God blefs hi. Grcjkam 1 God blefs 
M. Grcfiam ! 

Ram. The Maior of Londo7i, hi. Grcfiam^ follows 
you. 

Vnto your firR this fecond I doe ft. 

And lay this piece of gold a^top of it. 

Sher. So do the Sheriffs of Lo?ido7i after you. 

Hob. And, bones-a-me, old Hohfoii will be one. 
Here, fellows, there’s my gold ; giue me a Rone, 

Work. God forbid, a man of your credit flioiild 
want Rones. 

D. Now. Is this the plot, fir, of your ^vork in 
hand 1 

Grejh. The whole plot, both of form and fafhion. 
D. Now. In footh, it will be a goodly edilice ; 
Much art appears in it : in all my time, 

I haue not feen a work of this neat form. 

What is this vaultage for, is fafliion’d here % 

Grefh. Stowage for merchants ware, and Rrangers 
goods. 

As either by exchange or other ways are vendible. 

D. Now. Here is a middle round, and a faire 
fpace. 

The round is grated, and the fpace 
Seems open : your conceit for that '? 

Gr.Ji. The grates giue iiglit vnto the celleragc, 
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Vpon the which He haiie my friends to walk, 

When Heanen giues comfortable rain vnto the 
earthy 

For that I will liaue couered. 

D, JVbiCL So it appears. 

Gr^b. This fpace, that hides not heanen from 
Shall be fo flili ; my reafon is, 

Tliere^s fummers heat as well as winters cold : 

And I allow, and here’s my reafon for’t, 

Tis better to be bleakt by '^^inters breath, 

Then to be llified vp with fummers heat 
In cold weather, walk dry, and thick together, 

And euery honefl man warm one another : 

In fummer, then, when too much heat offends, 

Take air, a Gods name, merchants or my friends. 

D. JVmL And what of this part that is oner 
head ? 

GreJJi. M. Deane, in this 
There is more ware there then in all the reil. 

Here, like a parifh for good citizens 

And their fame wiues to dwell in, He haue fhops, 

Where euery they fliall become themfelues 

In neat attire ; that when our courtiers 

Shall come in trains to trace old GreJImms Burfe, 

They fhall haue fuch a girdle of chafte eyes, 

And fuch a globe of beauty round about, 

Ladies fhall biufh to turn their vizards off, 

And courtiers fweare they iy’d when they did 
fcoffe. 

D, Now, Kind M. GreJJmm, this fame worke of 
yours 

Will be a tombe for you, after your death ; 

A benefit to tradefmen, and a place 

WTiere merchants meet, their traffique to maintain, 

Where neither cold fhall hurt them, heat, nor rain. 

GreJIi, O, Mafler Noweii, I did not forget 
The troublefome florme we had in Lumber-Street, 
That time Sir Thomas and I were aduerfanes, 

And you and Mafter Siobfon made vs friends. 

V 2 
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I then did fay, and now He keep my word, 

I faw a want, and I would help afford : 

Nor is my promife giuen you when you fliew’d 
That ranke of charitable men to vs, 

That I would follow their good addons, 

Forgot with me ; but that before I die 
The world fhall fee He leaue like memory. 

A biafmgjiar. 

Hob. Fore-god, my lord, haue you beheld the 
like 1 

Look how it flreaks ! what do you think of it ? 

Sher. Tis a ftrange comet. M. Hobfon^ 

My time, to my remembrance, hath not feene 
A fight fo wonderful. — Mailer Dodlor Nowell, 

To iudge of thefe things your experience 
Exceedeth ours ; what do you hold of it ? 

For I haue heard that meteors in the air, 

Of ieffer form, lefle wonderfull than thefe, 

Rather foretell of dangers imminent, 

Then flatter vs with future happinefs. 

D. Now. Art may difcourfe of thefe things ; none 
can iudge 

Diredlly of the will of Heauen in this : 

And by difcourfe thus far I hold of it. 

That this flrange flar appearing in the North, 

And in the conflellation of Caffiopey, 

Which, with three fixed Ears commixt to it, 

Doth make a figure geometricall, 

Lozenge-wife, called of the learned Jlomb//s, 
Conducted with the hourely moon of Heauen, 

And neuer altered from the fixed fphere, 

Foretels fuch alteration, that, my friends, 

Heauen grant with this firE fight our forrow ends. 

Bob. Gods will be done. MaEer Beau, hap what 
hap will, 

Death doth not fear the good man but the ill. 

Gref. Well faid, M, Hobfo-n : 

Let’s Hue to-day, that if death come to-morrow, 

He’s rather meffenger of joy then forrow. 
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Enter a Factor ^ 

Now, fir, what news from Barbary % 

Fabi. Vn welcome news, fir. The King of Barbary 
is flain. 

Gre%. Ha ! Hain by treafon, or by war I 
Fabt. By war, in that renowned battell 
Swift fame defires to carry through the world, 

The battle of Alcqfar, wherein two kings, 

Befides the King of Barbary^ were llain, 

Kings of Morocco and of Portugal^ 

With Stewkeiey^ that renowned Englifhman, 

That had a fpirit equal with a king, 

Made fellow with thefe kings in warlike flrife, 

Honord his country, and concluded life. 

Grejh, Cold news, birlady. — ^The venture. Gentle- 
men, 

Of threefcore thoufand pound with that dead king, 
Lies in a hazard to be wonne or lofl, 
in what eflate confifls the kingdom now % 

Fabl. In peace ; and the fucceeding happy heire 
Was crown’d then king, when I took fiiip from 
thence. 

Grefli. To that king, then, be meffenger from vs, 
And by the found of trumpet fummon him. 

Say that thy mailer, and a London merchant, 

Cranes due performance of fuch couenants, 

Confirmed by the late King vnto ourfelf, 

That for the fum of threefcore thoufand pound, 

The trafhcke of his fugars fhould be mine. 

If he refufe the former bargain made, 

Then, freely claim the money that we lent : 

Say that our coin did flead the former king ; 

If he be kinde, we haue as much for him. 

Hob. By the marry-god, it vras a dangerous 
day : 

Three kings, befide young Stewkele}\ flame : 
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lie tell you, my Lord Maior, what I haue feen, 

Vvlien fword and bucklers were in queflion, 

I haue feen that. StewMey beat a flreet before 
him. 

He was fo familiar growne in eiiery mouth, 

That if it hapned any hghting were, 

The queflion flraight was, was not Stewkdey there ? 
Bones-a-me, he v/ould hew it ! — Now, what news with 
yen'? 


Entc 7 ‘ a Boy. 

Boy. Heres a letter fent you from J^ohn Gre}* 
havi. 

Hob. O, an anfwer of a letter that I fent, 

To fend me matches againfl Bi'ijlow fair, 
if then any were come. 

Boy. I cannot tell fir well what to call it 3 
but inflead of matches of ware, when you read your 
letter, I belieue you will find your fadlor hath matcht 
you. 

Hob. What^s here ? what’s here % Rcade the letter. 

As neare as I could gJicffe at your ?;ieizmng, I haue 
iahonred to fimtijhyoti^ and haue fc?ityou two thoizfand 
pounds worth of match. 

How ‘I bones, knaue, two thoufand pounds worth of 
match 1 

Boy. Faith, mafler, neuer chafe at it ; for if you 
cannot put it away for match, it may be the hangman 
will buy fome of it for halters. 

Hob. Bones a me, I fent for matches of ware^ fel- 
lows of ’ware. 

Boy. And match being a kind of ware, I thinke 
your faclor hath matcht you. 

Hob. The blafing liar did not appeare for no- 
thing. 

I fent to be forted with matches of ware, 

And he hath fent me nought but a commodity of 
Match, 
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And ill a time when there's no vent for it. 

What do you think on'h gentlemen % 

I little thought yack would haue ferued me fo. 

Grefk. Nay, j^Iafier Hobjon, grieue not at Jacks 
croffe \ 

My doubt is more, and yet I laugh at Ioffe. 

Examt 


Enter 2. Lords, 

1. Lord, You haue trauel’d, fir: how do you like 
this building ? 

Trufl me, it is the goodliefl thing that I haue feen : 
England affords none fuch. 

2, Lord, Nor Chriflendom ; 

I might fay, all the world has not his fellow. 

I haue been in Turkies great ConRantinople ; 

The merchants there meet in a goodly temple, 

But haue no common Burfe : in Rome, but Rome’s 
Built after the manner of Frankford and Embden : 
There, where the greatefl marts and meeting places 
Cf merchants are, haue flreets and pent-houfes, 

And, as I might compare them to themfeiues, 

Like Lumber Street before tills Burfe was built 


Enter Sir Thomas Ramfey. 

1. Lord, I haue feen the like in Briflow. 

Ram, ^ Good morrow to your honors. 

2. Lord, Thanks to my good Lord Maior. 

We are gazing here on M. GrcJJiams work. 

Ram, I think you haue not feene a goodlier 
frame. 

3. Lord, Not in my life : yet I haue beene in 
Venice, 

In the Realto there, called S. jWarks ; 

Tis but a bable, if compard to this. 

The neareil that which mod refembies this, 
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Is the great Burfe in Antwerp, yet not comparable 
Either in height or widenefs, the fair cellerage, 

Or goodly fhops aboue. Oh, my Lord Maior, 

Tiiis Grejhani hath much graced your city, Lordon : 
His fame will long outliue him. 

I. Lord. It is reported 
You, Sir Thomas Ramfey, are as rich as he : 

This fhould incite you to fucli noble works, 

To eternize you. 

Ram. Your lordlhip pleafes to be pleafant with 
me : 

I am the meanefl of a many men 
In this faire city. Mailer Grejhams fame 
Drawes me as a fpedlator amongfl others. 

To fee his coft, but not compare with it. 

1. I.ord. And it is cofl indeed- 

2. Lord. But when, to fit thefe empty roomes 
about here, 

The pidlures grauen of all the EngliJIi kings 
Shall be fet ouer, and in order placd, 

How glorious will it then be ? 

I. Lord. Admirable. 

Ram. Thefe very pidlures will furmount my 
wealth. 

1 . Lojd. But how will Mailer Grejham name this 
place % 

2. Lord. I heard my Lord of Lecejler to the 
Queene 

Highly commend this worke, and file then promiil 
To come in perfon, and here chriflen it : 

It cannot haue a better godmother. 

This Grejham is a royall citizen. 

Ram. He feails this day the Ruffian Ambaffa- 
dor : 

I am a bidden gueil ; where, if it pleafe you 
I. Lord. Good Sir Thomas, 

We know what you would fay. We are his guefls, 
Inuited to ; yet in our way we tooke 
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This wonder, worth our paines : it is our way 
To BiJIiopfgate^ to Ivlafler Grejhams houfe; 

Thither fo pleafe you, wele afiociate you. Exeunt 

Enter M, Grefham, leadhig in the A mhaijador. Muftcke^ 
and a banquet feinted in : the Ambajfadors fet. 

Enter Sir Thomas Ramfie, the 2. LofEs^ my Lady 
Ramfie, the Waits in Sergeants gowns, with one In- 
terpreter. 

GreJIu Lords all at once, welcome ; welcome at 
once. 

You come to my new buildings vp-fitting : 

It hath been long in labour, now deliuerd, 

And vp ; anon, wele haue a health to it 
This Ruffian Prince, the Emperours Ambaffador, 

Doth not our language vnderfLand. Interpreter, 

Say that we bid him welcome. 

Inter. The Prince fpeaks Latin, 

And in that language wele interpret for him. 

Salufem iibi optat, ei adumtimi tuum graufftme 
IJle Londinenjls. 

A mb. IJimn libens audio, ages illi meo nomine 
Ex animo gratias : fimde quod bihamus. 

Inter, He gladly thanks you for his royall wel- 
come, 

And drinkes to you. 

Grejh, We vnderfland that figne. 

Come, let our fuil-crownM cups oreflow with wine, 
Welcome againe, fair lords. 

2, Lord. Thanks, M. Grefham : 

We haue been viewing of your works. 

Grefh. My Burfe : how do you like it, lords ‘I 
It is a pretty bable. 

2 . Lord. Tis a faire worke : 

Her Maiefly intends to name the place. 

Grefh. She doth her fervant Greffiam too much 
grace. 
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It will be pretty when my picliires come 
To fill tliofe empty rooms j if that hold, 

That fhips rich fraught is worth her waight in gold. 

1. Lord. It will be rare and famous. 

Grejli. What was it that the Rufftan whifpered % 
Infer. He askt me what interpreter the Queene 
Would in his embaffy employ. 

GreJIi, None : tell him none : 

For, though a woman, flie is a rare linguifl. 

Where other princes vfe interpreters, 

propria voce^ I haue fome Latin too ; 

She of herfelfe anfwers them without interpreter, 

Both Spa?ii/Ii, Latinc^ Rxncli^ and Greeks 
Dutch^ and Italian : fo let him know. 

My Lord of Lecejler fent me word, lafl night, 

(And I am prouder on’t then on my building) 

The Queene to grace me and my workes the more, 
The feueral Ambaffadors there will heare, 

And them in perfon anfwer. 

2 . Lord. Tis moll true. 


Enter a gentleman, wliifpering to Sir Thomas Ramfie. 

Grejh. The Rtifflan with the French. 

,What would that gentleman, Sir Thomas ? 

Ram. He is a merchant, and a jeweller : 

Mongfl other Hones, he faith he hath a pearle, 

Orient and round, weighing fo many carets, 

That it can fcarce be valued : the French King 
And many other Dukes haue for the riches 
And price refufed to buy it ; now he comes 
To offer it to this Ambaffador. 

Grejh. Show him the pearle, interpreter, 

The Lord Ambaffador. 

Inter. Mercator quidam et anrifex fpelia 7 idum tibi 
p7vfert Gemmam domine fcre7iiifune. 

Amb, Et ptdchra, et prmcipe digna : mterroga 
qua7iii iudicat ? 
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Inter. He commends it to be both rich and faire. 
And defires to know how you value it. 

Mer. Aly price, fir, is hfteene hundred pound. 

A mb. Qua7iti valet ? 

Inter. Milk quingentis minis. 

Amb. No7i^ 11071 \ nimis peccara ejl ijla Gemma. 
Inter. He faith it is too dear ; he will not buy it. 
Grejlu I will perufe your pearle. Is that the 
price ? 

Mer. I cannot bate one crowne, and gaine by it. 
Enter a Mariner. 

G7'eJIi. We’le not be acceffary to your lofs ; 

And yet confidering all things fome may thinke vs 
To be but bare of trealure at this time, 

HaHng disburft fo much about our workes ; 

Yet, if our fhips and trade in Barbaiy 

Hold currant, we are well. — What newes from fea ? 

How {lands my fhips ? 

Mar. Your fhips, in -which all the kings piclnres 
were, 

From Brute vnto our Queene Elizabeth^ 

Drav/ne in white marble, by a florme at fea 
Is wrack’t and lofl. 

GrcJJi, The Ioffe, I weigh not this ; 

Oneiy it grieues me that my famous building 
Shall want fo rich and faire an ornament. 

Lady R. It touches all the cityj for thofe 
pidiures 

Had doubly graced this royal! edifice. 

Rani. ISIethinkes the fhips Ioffe mofl fhould trouble 
yoa 

GrcJJi. My fhip’s but wealth: -why, we haue 
wealth. 

The pidlures -were the grace of my new Biirfe : 

So I might them in their true forme behold, 

I caf d not to haue iofl their waights in gold 
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Enter a FaBon 
I. Lord. A noble citizen ! 

GreQi. Our fa6lor ! What good news from Bar- * 
bary ? 

What fayes the king ? Speak : didfl thou fummon 
him ? 

Or hail thou brought mythreefcore thoufand pound? 
Or (hall I haue the fugars at that rate ? 

If fo, new marble pidlures we’le haue wrought, 

And in a new Ihip from beyond fea brought. 

FaFt. The king, that in the regall chaire fuc- 
ceeds 

The king late dead, I fummon’d, and demanded 
Either your money tender’d, or the fugars 
After the rate propos’d. He denied both ; 

Alleaging, though he was fucceffive heir, 

He was not, therefore, either tide to pay 
The late kings debts, nor yet to fland vnto 
Ynneceffary bargaines : notwithftanding, 

To gratifie your love, the king hath fent you 
As prefents, not as fatisfadlion, 

A coflly dagger and a paire of flippers ; 

And there’s all for your threefcore thoufand pound. 
Grefh. Birlady, a dear bargain. 

1. Lord. I feare me this will plague him. A flrange 
crofle : 

How will he take this newes % Ioffe vpon Ioffe. 

2 . Lord. Nay, will it not vndoe him % doth he not 
with 

His buildings in his purfe 1 
Grejh. A dagger, that’s well : 

A paire of flippers — Come, vndoe my fhoes. 

What, 6o. thoufand pound in flerling money, 

And paid me all in flippers ^ Then hoboyes, play ! 

On flippers He dance all my care away. 

Fit, fit, he had the jull length of my foot. — 

You may report, lords, when you come to Court, 

You Grejham faw a paire of flippers weare, 
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Cofl thirty thoufand pound. 

1. Lord. Somewhat too deare. 

Grejh. Nor yet, for all this treafure we haue lofl, 
Repents it vs one penny of our cofl. 

2 . Lord. As royail in his vertues as his build- 
ings. 

Ram. Thefe Ioffes *wouId haue Mild me. 

Gre0i. Jeweller, 

Lets fee thy pearl. — Go pound it in a morter ; 

Beat it to powder, then return it me : 

What Dukes and Lords, and thefe Ambaffadors 
Haue, euen before our face, refufd to purchafe, 

As of too high a price to venture on, 

GreJIiam., a London merchant, here will buy. — - 
What, is it broken fmali ? Fill us fome wine : 

Fuller, yet fuller, till the brim oreflows. 

Here fifteen e hundred pound at one clap goes. 
Inflead of fugar Grejham drinks this pearle 
Vnto his Queene and miflreffe : pledge it, lords. 

Who euer faw a merchant brauelier fraught, 

In dearer flippers, or a richer draught ? 

Ram. You are an honour to all Englifli mer- 
chants j 

As bountiful as rich, as charitable 
As rich, as renowned as any of all. 

Grejh. I doe not this as prodigal! of my wealth : 
Rather to fhow how I efleem that Ioffe 
WTiich cannot be regained. A London merchant 
Thus treads on a kings prefent. Jeweller, 

My fadtor fliall deliuer you the money. 

And, lords, fo pleafe you but to fee my fchoole 
Of the feuen learned liberal fciences, 

Which I haue founded here neare BiJIiopfgate^ 

I will condudl you. I will make it. Lords, 

An Vniverfity within itfeife, 

And giue’t from my reuenues maintenance. 

W’ are not like thofe that are not liberal 
Till they be dying ; what we meane to giue. 

We will bellow and fee done wliiifl we hue. 
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Attendance 1 come, th’ Ambaffador, guefls, ail, 

Your welcome’s great, albeit your cheere’s but fniall. 

Exeunt. 


Enter Taw^iy^coat with a fpade. 

Taw, Hard world, when men dig lining out of 
Clones, 

As waretched miferable I am enforfl. 

And yet there lines more pity in the earth, 

Then in the flinty bofomes of her children ; 

For fhee’s content to haue her aged brefl 
Mangled with mattockes, rent and tome with fpades, 
To giue her children and their children bread ; 

When man more flinty then her flony ribs 
That was their mother, neither by intreats, 

Tears, nor complaints, will yeeld them fuflenance. 

But tis our ages fault ] the mightier 
Tear lining out of vs, we out of her. 

Enter Hobfon, in his gowne and flippers, 

Hoh, Mother a me, what a thick mill is here ? 

I walked abroad to take the mornings aire, 

And I am out of knowledge. Bones a me, 

What meads, and what inclofures haue we here ? 

How now, old Hobfon 1 doat in thine old age ? 

A foole at three fcore ? Whither wilt thou, wit? 

I croft the water in my gown and flippers, 

To fee my rents and buildings of the Eankfidc^ 

And I am dipt clean out of ken, fore-god, 

A wool-gathering. 

Taw, Either mine eare’s deceiued, 

Or I fhould know that tongue. Tis fo, indeed, 

Each word he fpeakes makes my torn heart to 
bleed. 

Hob, Ha, ha 1 I fmile at my owne foolery. 

Now I remember mine old grandmother 
Would talk of fairies and hobgoblins, 
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That would lead milkmaids oner hedge and ditch, 
Make them milk their neighbours kine ; 

And ten to one this Rohm Goodfeilow 
, Tawny-coat 

Hath led me vp and down the madmans maze. 

I heare foine company ; for (liame ail whiil, 

Sit thee dowiie, Hobfcm^ a right man in the mill. 

Tis he. Alas 1 when the rough hand of 

want 

Hath call vs downe, it loads vs with milhaps. 

I broke my day with him. 0 had that fatal 
lioure 

Broken my heart : and, villain that I was, 

Neuer fo much as WTite in my excufe : 

And he for that default hath fued my bill. 

And with an execution is come downe, 

To feaze my houfeliold fluff, imprifon me, 

And turne my wife and children out of dcores. 

What, lhall I fly him ? No ^ he ’s pitiful : 

Then, with my teares I will importune him. 

God faue you M. Hoof on. 

Hob. Hobfou, bones a me, 

“What voice is that I — Art thou a man, or friend 1 
Tell me if thou beeff that Will of the Wifp, 

That leadfl me this wild mdrice ? I coniure thee 
To ieaue me to niyfelfe. 

Tazcf. O iMafler Hohfon 1 
As euer you haue beene a poore mans fnend, 

Continue fliil fo : infult net o’er my fortunes. 

Hob. I am in the mill. 'VVhat art thou 1 fpeake. 
Taw, A debtor of your worfhips. 

Hob. A debtor of mine ! mother of me, thmi 
liefl. 

I know" thee not, nor doe I know" this place. 

If thou owell me any thing, pay me with thy 
loue : 

And if thou beeft acc|iiainted in tliefe woods. 

Conduct me to fonie towme, cr direct road 
That leads to London, and lie here difeharge thee 



304 If you know not me. 

Of debts and duties, and befide impart 
Somewhat to cherifh thee. 

Taw. What Ihould I tliinke ? 

He knowes me ; and, for feare I lliould fcape him, 
He would intice me to the officers. 

0 Mafler Hobfo7i ! though not for mine owne. 

Yet for my wife and my poore childrens fakes, 

If your intent be to imprifon me, 

Vpon my knees I do intreat you fpare me. 

The goods you trailed me withal, I haue not 
wafled 

In riot and excefs, but my kinde heart, 

Seeing my helpleffe neighbours in diftreffe, 

By reafon of die long and extreame dearth, 

Some I reiieued, fome tnifled with my goods, 

Whofe pouertie’s not able to repay. 

Then beare with me a little ; your rich flore 
Hath fau’d my life, and fed an hundred more. 

Hoh. Now, bones-a-me, another Tawny-coat 
Wliaf s thy name, knaue % 

Taw. John Rowland, fir. 

Hob. Bones-a-me, 

1 thought as much. Art not thou Taw7iey<oai ? 
Taw. I am the man whom you call’d Tawny-coat 
Hob. And I the Hob/on that will pitty thee. 

Now bones-a-me, what mak’fl thou with a fpade ? 

Taw. This fpade alas, tis all the wealth I haue, 
When my poor wife and children cry for bread, 

They fliil mull cry till thefe haue purchafl it ; 

They inufl go naked till thefe harden’d hands, 

When the cold breath of winter ftrikes on them, 

Till thefe haue earned it. 

Hob. Now, alas, good foul ! 

It melts my heart to heare him, and mine eyes 
Could weepe for company. — What earn’d a day 1 
Taw. Little God knows. 

Though I he flirring earlier then the larbe, 

And at my labour later then the lambe, 

Towards my wife and childrens maintenance 
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I fcarcely earne me threepence by the day. 

Hoh. Alas, the while, poor foules I pitty them ; 
And in thy words, as in a looking-glafs, 

I fee the toil and travell of the country. 

And quiet gaine of cities bleffednefle. 

Heauens will for all, and ihould not we refpecl it, 

We are vn worthy life. But, bones-a-me, 

Dofl think to pay me twenty pound 
And keep thy charge earning a groat a day ? 

Taw, And God blefs my labours, I hope I fhalL 
I liaue this quarter by exceeding thrift, 

Bare clothing, and fpare dyet, fcrap^d together 
Fine fliillings in a purfe, which I lay vp 
Towards your worfhips debt. 

Hoh, Giue it me ; fomewhat hath fome fauour. 
And yet lhall I fpend that which the poor labourer 
got? 

No, God forbid : old Hobfon ne’er wdll eat, 

Rather then furfet vpon poore mens fweat 
Take it againe, and buy thy children bread. 

But foft, the mill doth break : what town is this ? 

Taw, JDetford, ank like your worfhip. 

Enter Timothy. 

Hob, Bones-a-me, to Detford came I to do charity. 
I fee kwas Gods appointment. — 

But who comes here ? Bones a me, honefl Tim 1 — 
’Twas faid in London you were bound for France, 

And I determin’d to haue writ by you. 

Tim. By yea and nay, I\L Hobfon, kis no vntruth. 
I was bound for France, landed in France, dilpatclit 
fome fecret biifineffe for a filler in France, and from 
her haue French tokens to deliuer to the fiflerhood 
whom I lliall firfl encounter in England, 

Hob, Bones-a-me, Tmi, fo fpeedy in your ioiir- 
ney 1 

It feemes your buhnefs was of much import. 


X 
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Tm. Verely it was, and it flood chiefly between 
two women ; and, as you know, women loue to haue 
their bufmeffe difpatclit. 

Hob, jMother-a-me, Tim, I am glad of it. 

But how does my factor, J^okn GrcJIiam, in France ? 

Tim. Your grauitie may better confider of that 
then I can difcourfe ; but withal I pray you think he 
is a wilde youth. There are taiierns in France, yet I 
do not think John GrefJiam is giuen to frequent 
them \ and yet I mufl remember you he is a youth, 
and youth may be drawne to expences. Englaiid's on 
this fide, France on that ; the fea’s betwixt him and 
his maher ; but I doe not think him guilty, yet I could 
lay. 

Hob. Mother a me, leaue olF thefe parables, 

And tell me plainly, is he not a wencher ? 

Thn, By yea and by nay, fir, without parable, I am 
no tell-tale. I haue feen him in company with 
Madona fiich a one, or fuch a one : it becomes not 
fielh and blood to reueale. Your worfhip knowes he 
is in France, the fea betwixt him and you, and what a 
young youth in that cafe is prone vnto : your grauity 
is wife. He not fay fo much as I faw him drinking 
with a Trench lady or laffe in a tauerne, becaufe your 
grauity is wife ; but if I had, it had beene leffe then 
perhaps you imagine on fuch a wild youth as he no 
quellion does deferue. 

Hob. Mother-a-me, ’tis fo. In a Fi'ench tauerne, 
Kiffing the lady, and the fea betwixt vs. 

I am for you, M. yohn ; thus in my gowne and flip- 
pers, 

And nightcap and gowne, He ftep ouer to France. 
Here, Tanmy-coat, receiue thou my feafd ring : 

Beare it to my facTor ; bid him by that token 
Sort thee out forty pounds worth of fuch wares 
As thou fhalt thinke moll beneficial. 

Thou art a free man \ vp with thy trade agen : 
lie raife thee, Rowlajid, if God fay, Amen. 

Taw. I know not how. 



you know no body, 307 

Hoh. Tut, bones-a-me, man, peace ! Holfon will 
do’t : thou owed me but twenty pound, lie venture 
forty more. Timothy here lliall be thy witiiefs to my 
fadlor in this bufinefs. 

To all our friends in Lo7ido}i fay I am gone 

Ouer to Mmice. — I am for you, M. yohn. Exeunt 

Enter John a7id Curteza^i. 

Cur, Sweet youth, thou art too young, and yet 
fcarce ripe 

To tail the fweetnefs of my mellowed loue. 

John. That’s the reafon I fet thy teeth on edge 
thus ; but thou know’ll I promifl to haue a bout mth 
thee at our lad parley, and I am come to performe 
my word : name the weapon. 

Cur. Nothing but kiffes and enticing lookes. 

Joh7i. Then ward your lips well, or youle ha’ the 
drd venney. 

Cur. I haue no ward but this : my tender fex 
Haue not the manly skill to breake a thrufl. 

O how I dote on thee 1 I haue tride ere now 
The fweaty Spaniard and the carowfmg Dane, 

The foggy Dutchman, and the fiery French, 

The briske Italian, and indeed what not j 
And yet of ail and all, the Englilhman 
Shall goe for me : I, y’are the trued louers, 

The ableft, lad night, and the trued men 
That breathe beneath the fun. 

John. Why then the Englifhman for thy money : 
God-a-mercy little rogue, there’s no loue lod, lie 
aifure thee. I am my maders factor, and thou had a 
commodity that I mud needs take vp, and not enter’t 
into his cafh-book neither. Little thinks my mader in 
England what ware I deale withal here in F^'ance j but 
fmce ’tis offer’d me at the bed hand, He venture on’t, 
though I be a lofer by the bargain. 

Cw. I would be priuate, led the tell-tale aire 
Whifper our loue. I prethee, let vs in 
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To the inner chamber ; I am jealous 

Of all eyes but mine owne to looke vpon thee : 

I -would haue none to fee thee but myfelf, 

In amorous arms to fold thee but myfelf^ 

To affociate, talke, difcourfe, or dally with thee. 

Clip, grafpe hands, or kiffe thee, but myfelf. 

yolin. Who ATould not be a merchant venturer, 
and lay out for fuch a faire returne'? I fhali ven- 
ture the doubling of my yeares prefently. I thinke I 
haue met with a better commodity then matches, and 
my mailer cannot fay but he hath met with his 
match. This ’tis to haue the land and the fea be- 
twixt me and my mailer : here can I keep my 
French reuels, and none fay fo much as black is 
mine eye. — Prithee, little pinckany, beftow this iewell 
a me. 

Cu)'', This iewel’s a loue : aske my life, ’tis thine ; 
But this an Englifli fadlor whom you know, 

Gaue me at his departure out of Rhoane^ 

And I haue vow’d to keepe it for his fake. 

Any thing but this iewel. 

yoJm. But if I could get his iewel cleanly, and 
carry it him ouer at my return for a token, ’twere a 
iefl worth laughing at — But and thou wilt not giue 
me this iewel, prethee giue me this fame chaine to 
weare for thy fake. 

Cur, This was another countrymans of yours : 

He made me fwear to keep’t till his returne. 

Ask me ought elfe, ’tis thine. 

yohn, “Why, then, this ring. 

Cur, That you, of all the fauours that I wear, 
Could find out nothing but this ring 1 this ring, 

A toy not worth the gluing ; yet I fooner 
Would part with life then this. A dying friend 
Bequeath’d it at his death. But, honey loue, 

What Ihouldfl thou talke of giuing 1 ’tis a Avord 
Worne out of ufe ; it founds not well in French ; 

A man Ihould flill fay take, take, to his wench. 

john. Then, I fay take : take this and this ; flill 
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tal^e heed of me, led I fhew you a flipper^*’ tricke for 
this. Tis the kiiided wench in Chriflendom, but 
fhede part with nothing, — Shall we haue another 
, wooing room % 

Cur, What room thou pleafefl, deare heart, I 
agree r 

Where re I go, there fliali be roome for thee. 

yohn. Any'? then I may chance to make you 
wiSi rather my roome then my compan}^, and you 
iooke not the better tok. They witlidran/. 

Enter at the other end of the fta^e Hobfon in his goiLnie 
and jlippo's. 

Hob. I haue dipt ore into France i and in my 
flippers, 

Giuen ail my friends the flip, to fee this gallant, 

My man, he that hath matcht me. Bones-a-me, 

The knaue’s a prophet, elfe it could not be. 

He's not at his lodging, yet by an Engliih factor, 

A fellow knowes not me, I was diremed 

Vnto this houfe. He know what bufmefse 

The knaue hath here. FuIfaL 

Infrat Puella, 

Wench, Who’s there ? who's at the doore ? 

Jlob. Damfel, good day : is there not a fellow here, 
an Englifliman? 

Wench. Here's an Englifhman, but none of your 
fellow, neither. I hope, flr, we are not all fellowes at 
foot~balL 

Jdbb. Nay, bones-a-me, girle, there’s no reafon wee 
fliould bee fellows. But prithee, my wench, is there 
not one yack G}'cfJia?n here ? 

bfench. No, good man looke like a goofe : but 
there's one IMailer yo/m GrcJJiam. an Engliili gentle- 
man here. And you know no manners, you flrould 
be taught fome. 



310 If yoti know not me^ 

Mok Bones-a-me, gooclman mailer, mailer fer-* 
vant ! 

Old goodman Hobfon keeps gentlemen to his men. 
yacke turn’d to M. yoJm \ marry, fir reuerence 1 
The French maid taught me manners. Well, I hope 
yfe fnali haue a fight of the gentleman. 

Wench, As you vfe yourfelf, you may, and you may 
not. £xeunf ainbo. 


Fact. Curtiz, 

yohn. Thou feefl this ievvel well becomes mine 
eare, 

This ring my finger, and this chain e mine arm. 

Conr, He be thy iewell : at thy lips He hang, 

And, as this rmg thy finger compaffeth, 

So ihall thefe armes thy wafle. Thefe are but 
toyes ; 

Let me difplace them. 

Intrat puella. 

Wench, M. yohn, here’s a fellow below would 
ipeake with you. 

yohn. With me : what is he 1 
Wench, A fimple coxcomb e j He call him vp 
to you. 

yohn. Do, my fpreete Buffamacke. Some carrier, 
or bafe knaue, that hangs of my liberality. — I hope 
’tis not pure Tm come for the fecond part of my 
beneuolence. 

Admit him in, that he may praife our fate, 

And fee us in our choifeil pomp and hate. 

Wench, Here’s the fellow I told you of, fir. 

Intrat Hobfon. 

yohn, Zoones ! my mafter. 

Hoh. Saute amen I Man yohn, a wenchart 
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kiiaue, racke and manger knauel Bones-a-me, can- 
not a fnatch and away ferae your turn^ but you mutl 
lie at racke and manger % Is this the ware you deaie 
^with, feraant J^ohn ? 

yohn. Chapmans ware, fir. 

Hob. Skra, firra, the dealing with fuch %vare be- 
longs not to our trade. Bones-a-me, knaue, a prentife 
mufl not occupy for himfelf, but for his mafler, to any 
purpofe. 

yohn. And he cannot occupy for his mafier, with- 
out the content of his miflris. 

Hob. Come, y^are a knaue. 
yokn. Of your owne bringing vp, fir. 

Hob. Befides, thou canfl not keepe open fnop 
here, becaufe thou art a forraigner, by the laws of the 
realm. 

yokfis Not within the liberty; but I hope the 
fuburbs tolerates any man or woman to occupy for 
themfelues : they may do’t in the city, too, and they 
be naturalized once. 

Hob. I but firra, He haue none of my Englifh 
prentifes frenchihed. Bones-a-me, knaue, He haue 
thee deal with no fuch broken commodities. 

yohn. Your wmrfliip mufl haue fuch as the 
country yeelds, or none at all But, I pray, fir, 
what’s our trade ? 

Hob. What faiil thou, knaue % 
yolm. That your worfhip is a haberdafher of all 
wares. 

Hob. Bones>a-me 1 a haberdafher of fmall wares. 
yohn. And that the worfl trade in all Chriflen- 
dom, and efpecially for French women : if they know 
a man to be a haberdafher of fmali ware, theydl haue 
no dealing with Mm ; and therefore, and you will haue 
any good commodities here, you mufl change your 
copy. You iieuer were a traueller, and therefore 
you know not what belongs to’t. But you doe 
clean mifiake this gentlewoman, and you take her 
for a light wench : weigh her in equal balance, and 
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you fliall find her no fudi woman, no fuch woman, He 
affure you. 

Hob. No ! what is flie, then, J^olm ? 
yohn. Fore- god, fir, I would not haue you wrong, 
the gentlewomans repute for a world. This mctre-jja 
deals for herfelf, and hath many forts 'of ware at 
command : I was now bargaining with her about a 
certain Country commodity, and had not your coming 
inardd the match, we had gone through fort And 
further, ftrould you wrong the ladies reputation here 
in France, lie affure you they haue the law of their 
fides. But, to confirme your good opinion of her, this 
is file of whom I tooke vp your commodity of matches : 
be forry for your offence, and excufe you to her for 
fhame mafler. 

Hob. Bones*a-me knaiie, I cannot fpeake a word 
of French. 

yohn. Nor flie of Englifh. But all’s one : vpon 
her niafter, and what 

You cannot do in words, perform in dumb figns. 

What, in your flippers come to take me napping '? 

He giue you what you come for inflantly, 

And, on the fodaine make you fo agafl, 

You will be glad to pardon what is pad;. Exit 

Hob, Madam, I cry you mercy for this wrong 
Done to your ladifliip : I did fufpedl you 
For a bad liuer, but I fee you cleare ; 

For ivhicb miflake I doe remaine your feniant 
Cotir, Gramercy, moimfter. 

Hob. How 1 would you my gray mare feel 
An ’t like your ladyfhip, I came by water, 

And neither on mares back, nor horfe backe. 

Cour, No, no point par la Francois 
Mob, No, indeed, lady, my name is not Frands; 
your feruant, and yohn Hobjon, 

Cour, NopomFl 

Mob, No points I yes, indeed, lady ; I haue points 
at my hofe, though I go vntrufl. 

Coxir, No point paria^ 
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Boh. I haue no points in my parlour, indeed ; but 
I liaue a hundred pounds worth in my fliop. 


Intraf Job. cum alns Fahl, 

y^ohn. Tufh 1 fear not lads j for he knowes none 
of you. 

Doe but buife out a little broken French, 

And he’le neuer take you to be Englilhmen. 

Oinn. Fa£l. We’le fecond the other, but ma- 
nage it 

yohn. Be patient, I befeech you, gentlemen. 
Though you be officers, appointed here 
To fearch fufpedted places, as this is 
A mofl notorious filthy bawdy-houfe, 

And carry all old rufly fornicators, 

Aboue the age of fifty vnto prifon, 

Yet know, this is an honed gentleman. 

Hoh, A fearch, and this a bawdy-houfe? — l^Tiy, 
John 1 

Bones-a-me, knaue, how comes this to pafs ? 

1 Fail. Meafar man a may. 

Bob. How 1 mud you haue money of me ? He 
know wherefore fird, by your leaues. 

John. Nay, mader, I would it were but a money 
matter ; 

A cage, or whipping pod, or fo : dis worfe. 

What 1 an old man to chide his prentice hence, 

As if he had fome priuate bufinefs, 

And then himfelf get clofe vnto his wench ? 

Nay, “whipping’s all too good. Had you found 
me fo, 

There had been work enough ; there had been 
newes 

For England^ and a whole twelue months chiding 
Of my good vncle. 

2 Fail. Je vou Jire fan amiit. 

Boh. How 1 mud I go to prifon for doing amifs ? 
John. To prifon 1 nay to whipping, I am forry ; 



314 If you know not me^ 

And, to my power, I will intreat for you. 

Fie, mailer, fie ! 

Bob. Bones-a-me, yohn, is not this a lady 1 
yolm. No, by my troth, mafter ; luch as be in the 
garden-alleys. 

yoan's as good as this French lady. 

Bob. Is not this gentlewoman a dealer ? 

And hath fhe not a good commodity ? • 
yohu Yes by my faith fir, I confefs both. 

Hob. Hath fhe not ware ? 
yohn. She hath, and at a reafonable reckning. 
Hob. And may not then a chapman deal with 
her? 

yohn. Marry may you, fir : and He fend news to 
your wife of your dealing. 

The caufe of your coming to France fliall be 
knowne, 

And what fecond hand commodities you tooke vp 
Since your comraing: my mhlris in England fhall 
know 

What vtterance you haue for your fmall wares in 
France. 

Pen and inke! — lie fet it down in blacke and 
white. 

Hob. Bones a me, yohn 1 what, yohn ! why hon- 

Q^yo/m% 

^yolm. Harty commendations — vnderfland — re- 
nerend Mailer Hobfon found with a whore in Roam 
— place, a common bawdy-houfe — mufl be whipt 
Hob. No more, good yohn ! 
yohn. You haue had none yet — whipt about the 
town. 

Hob. Sweet, honed yoJm 1 why bones-a-me, knaue 
yohn I 

yohi. In witnes whereof, all thefe honed gentle- 
men eye-wdtneffes haue fet to their hands. Nay, my 
my midreise ihall knowh, that’s flat. Are there not 
wenches enow in England^ but you mud walke ouer 
fea in your flippers, and venture (being not fliod) to 
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come into Fra7ice awenching % \That an oid man, too 1 
She fliall know what a ilippery tricke you would haue 
ferued her in your flippers in France, 

, Mob, Nay, bones-a-me, yokfi : friends, fweet yo/m, 
all friends ; 

I doe confefs flhafl ouer-reacht thy mailer. 

Ca me, ca thee : conceale this from my wife, 

And lie keep all thy knauery from thine vncie. 

yoM, Well fir, in hope of amendment, I am con- 
tent, and yet 

Mob, Nay, bones-a-me, He take you at your 
word, 

Befides, I hope thefe lionefl gentlemen 
Will faue my credit. 

yo/zn. He entreat for you. 

Mob, Tis logicke to me, fir ; I vnderiland you not 
ya/in. Many flr they fay if you will walke wdth 
them to their lodgings, for my fake they inuite you to 
dinner. 

Mob, God-a-mercy, gentlemen j God-a-mercy 
yo/m. 

But, bones-a-me knaue, where are their lodgings ^ 
yo/m. Hard by ; for "why doe you ask ? 

Mob. I hope theyle bring me to no more bawdy- 
houfes ; 

I would not be taken napping againe for two and 
one. 

But, gentlemen, He accept of your curtefle, and then, 
yo/m, 

You fhall with me to England: wele ihow France 
Our backes. And you will needs deale for your- 
felfe ■ ^ 

Afore your time, you lhall do’t in F^zg/and, 

Will you walk, gentlemen ? 

CziK Adieu, monfieur : and GreJ/iam, farewell 
too. 

No more of Frenc/z loue, no more Frcnc/i Ioffe flial! 
do* Exeunt 
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Enter Sir Thomas Ramfie being Mayor, Sheriff, 
Sioord-bcarer, ore. 

Sir 7'ho. Well faicl my mailers. See all things be 
ready 

To giue her l^.Iajelly fuch entertainment 
As may grace Sondon, and become the Hate 
Her highnefs brings along. Where’s the Queen 
now ? 

SiC'ord. She comes along the Strand froin So7n- 
nicrfct Iloufc, 

Through T'einffe Bar7% down Fleet Stecet, and the 
Cheapo 

The North fide of the Burfe to BiJIiopfgafe^ 

And dines at Mailer GrcJIiams, and appoints 
To return e on the fouth fide, through Corn e-hill : 

And there when Hie hath view’d the roomes 
aboue 

And walkes below, Hiele giue name to the Burfe. 

Shcr. The flreets are fit, and all the com- 
panies 

Plac’d in their liueries gaiiiH her returne. 

But, my Lord Mayor, lliali thefe Ambaffadors 
This day haue audience ? 

Sir Tho. Admittance if not audience was 

granted : 

See therefore trumpets and all kinds of muficke 
Be plac’d again fl her royal interview. 

The Heps with arras fpread where flie afeends j 
Befides, giue charge vnto the Hiopkeepers 
To make their bell ihowes in the vpper roomes, 
Becaufe the Queen intends to compafle it. 

Sher. Tis done ray lord. Trumpets afar off. 

Sir Tho. The Queene hath din’d : the trumpets 
found already, 

And giue note of her comniing. — Bid the waits 
And Hoboyes to be ready at an inHant. 
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Enter, at one doore, the Queen, Lecefler, Suffex, 
Lords, Grefliam : at tlie other, Caffimer, the 
French and Florentine A mbajfadors, Sir Thomas 
' Ramfie, 

Queen. Lejier and Sufjex, are thofe the Ambaffa- 
dors ? 

Leji, They are dread foueraign : he that formofl 
Hands, 

The Emperour’s ; the fecond is the F7'encJi ; 

The iafl is the Flore?iiine. 

Queen. We will receiue them. 

He) e the Queene enleiiaines the Ambaffadors, and 
in their feueral languages con fers with them . . 
Suffex and LeJler place the Ambaffadors, 

We at our Court of Gixcmaich will dilate 
Further of thefe defignes. Where’s Grefliam % 

Grejk. Your humble fiibieCt and feruant 
Queen. Our ieafure now femes to furuey your 
Burfe. 

A goodly frame, a rare proportion. 

This city our great chamber cannot fliow vs. 

To adde vnto our fame a monument 
Of greater beauty. Lecejicr, what fay ft thou ? 

Lek. That 1 my foueraign haue not feene the 
like. 

Queen. Sujj ex, nor you % 

Stiff, jMadam, not I. » This Grejliatns work of 
Hone 

.Will liue to him when I am dead and gone. 

Enter Hobfon. 

Mob, God blefs thy grace, Queen Beffe. 

Queen. Friend, what art you 1 
hob. Knoweft thou not me, Queene ? then thou 
knowell nobody. 

Bones-a-me, Queene, I am Hobfon ; and old Hobfon, 
By the Socks, I am Hire you know mo. 
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Queen. Vvliat is he Leceficr % doft thou know this 
fellow ?— 

Grcftiam^ or you ? 

CrtJIi. jSIay it pieafe your jS'Iaiefly, 

He is a rich fubflantial citizen. 

Hob. Eones-a-me, woman, fend to borrow money 
Of one you doc not know I there’s a new tricke. 

Your grace fent to me by a purfeuant 
And by a priuy feal. to lend your highnefle 
An hundred pound : I, hearing that my Queene 
Had need of money, and thinking you had knowne 
me, 

Would needs vpon the bearer force two hundred. 

The Queene fliould haue had three rather then 
faite ; 

I, by this hand. Queene Bejfc, I am old Hob/on, 

A haberdafher, and dwelling by the flocks. 

When thou feefl money with thy grace is fcant, 

For twice hue hundred pound thou fhalt not want 
Queen. Vpon my bond. 

Hob. No, no, my foueraign ; 

He take thine own word, without ferip or fcrowle. 
Queen. Thanks honed Hohfon : as I am true 
maid, 

He lee myfelf the money back repaid. 

Thou without grudging iendfl, thy purfe is free ; 
Honed as plain. 

SujJ. A true well meaning man, I warrant him. 
Your Maiedy promid to giue the name 
To my new Burfe. 

Queen. GreJJiam, we will. — A herauld, and a trum- 
pet ! 

Lee. A herauld and a truinpet ! 

Queen. Proclaiine through euery high dreet of this 
cit}^ 

This place to be no longer call’d a Burfe, 

But, fince the building’s dately, fair, and drange, 

Be it for euer call’d, the Boyab Exchange. 

A flortjli here. 
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And whilil this voice flies through the City forth- 
right, 

Arife Sir TJuwias GfyJJwjn now a knight. — 
our AinbalTadors conducted all 
Vnto their fciierall lodgings. — This 23. of januar}’, 

A thoiifand; flue hundred, and feuenty. Elizabeth 
Chriflens this famous worke. Now to our Court 
Of Greenwich. — Grcjhain, thanks for our good clieere. 
We to our people, they to vs are deare. Exeunt. 

Enter Nowell and Lady Ramfie. 

Lady E. AVhat think you of my husband, hlailer 
Deane % 

Now. As of all men : we are mortal, made of 
clay, 

Now healthful, nowcrafie, now fick, now well, 

Now Hue, now dead \ and then to heauen or hell. 
Lady R. It cheeres my heart, now, in his deepe of 
ficknefs, 

He is fo charitable, and fo well addicted 
Vnto the poores relief. 

Now. It ioyes rne too. 

Great is the number of the rich in fliew 
About the city, but of the charitable 
There are but few. 

La. R. Amongil thefe, I hold old Hohfon well 
deferues 

To be ranckt equal with the bountifullell. 

He hath rais’d many falling, but efpecially 
One Mafler Rowland^ once call'cl Tawny-coaL 
But now an able citizen, late chofen 
A mafler of the HofpitaL 
Now. I know him well ^ 

A good, fufficient man \ and flnee he purchafl 
His freedom in the city, God hath blefl 
His trauaile with increafe. 

La. R. I liaue knowne old Hohfo 7 i 
Sit with his neighbour Gunter, a good man, 
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In Chrifts Church, morn by morn, to watch poore 
cou])]es 

That conic there to be married, and to be 

Their common fathers, and giiie them in the Church, , 

And fome few angels for a dower to boot. 

Befides. they two are call’d the common goffips, 

To witnefs at the Fount for poore mens children. 
None they refufe that on tlicir helpe do call ; 

And to fpeake tmth they’re bountifull to all 

Hobfon. 

IIoIk Good morrow, Maher Do^or, my good 
lady 1 

Bones-a-me, ^voman, thou look’h fad to-day ; 

Thou hah not drunk a cup of fack this morning. 

La. R. W’e haue beene dealing of our charity 
This morning to poor foldiers, fuch as want. 

Hob. Gods bleffmg of your heart : need miih be 
fed. i 

Let vs that haue it giue the hungry bread. 

Enter Rowland, alias Tawny-coat 

Taw. Where’s Mafler Hobfon % 

Hob. My new elected mailer of the Hofpital, 
What hahy newes with you ? 

Taw. Oh, fir, the lone I beare you makes me 
chary 

Of your good name ; your credit’s deare to me. 

You neuer were condemn’d lor any thing, 

Since I had tirh, acquaintance with your name, 

As now you arc. You haue done a deed this day, 
That hath from you tane all good thoughts away. 

Hob. Where ? bones-a-me ! Why ? fpeak, wdiy 1 
Ta7v. This day you haue purfued the law feuerely 
Againfl one Timothy, that Hole from you 
A hundred pound ; and he’s condemn’d for it, 

And this day he mull dye. 
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Hoh, Bones, man ! ^tis not fo. 

Taw, He is by this half way to Tyhirne gone. 

The fuit was follow'd in J^ohn GreJIiams name ; 

How can you then avow you know it not ? 

Mob, A horfe, a horfe, cart horfe, malt-horfe^ 
any thing 

To faue tlie knaue’s life 1 I proteh:, I fweare. 

This was the firll time that I heard the knaue 
Hath been in any trouble. Bones-a.-me, 

'Twas done withoiir my knowledge. 

Taw. Young Grepiani in his name purfu'd his 
life. 

Mob. They are knaaes both. — A horfe 1 
A hundred Ihouiand pound cannot make a man; 

A hundred fliali not hang one by my meanes : 

Men are more worth then money, M. Rowland. 

Come help me to a horfe. The next I meet. 

To faue the knaues life, gallops through the flreet. 

Exeivit Hobfon and Tawncy-coat 
Now. Men are more worth then money, he fays 
true ; 

’Tis faid by many, but maintain’d by few. 

Lady. He is plain and honefl : how many great 
profeffors 

Line in this populous city, that make diew 
Of greater zeal, yet will not pay fo deare 
For a tranfgreffors life. But few are found 
To faue a man would iofe a hundred pound. 

Ejiter Taiu/iey-coat 

Now. So fuddenly returned ? 

Taw. He rid too fail for me. He hath beene at 
buffets 

With a poor collier, and vpon his horfe 
Is, without faddle, bridle, boots, or fpiirs, 

Gallopt to^Yards S. Giles, 

Now. They will take him for a madman. 

Taw. All’s one to him : he does not ftand on 
brauery, 
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So he may doe men good. Good deeds excel ; 

And, though but homely done, may be done well. 

. Lady R> Heauen profper his intent. — Now, M. 
Doctor, 

xVnd M. Rowland^ let me craue your companies 
To fee my crazy husband, who hath made you 
One of his executors, and would vfe your paines 
In tliefe extreames of ficknefs. 

No'iU. I am pleas’d ; 

lie giue him phyficke for a foule difeas’d. Exeunt. 
Enter tlu'ee Lords, 

1. You are an early rifer, my good lord. 

2. The blood of youth that trafficks in the Court 
Miift not be lluggifh ; your kind remembrance. 

3. My very good lord, 

We, that are flars that waite vpon the traine 
Of fuch a Cynthia vnder which we liue, 

Mull not be tardie. 

1. You haue faid true: we are darters in one 
houre, 

And our attendance is to waite on fuch a Queene, 
AVhofe vertue all the world : but to leaiie that, 

Which euery tongue is glad to commune' with, 

Since Monficrs fird arriual in the Land, 

The time that he was here, and the time fmce. 

What royalty hath beene in Englands Court, 

Both princely reueliing and warlike fport ! 

2. Such fports do fitly fit our nation, 

That forraine e3'es beholding what we are, 

May rather feek our peace then wifli our war. 

3. Heauen blefs our foueraign from her foes in- 
tent, 

The peace we haue is by her gouernment 

Enter Dodl, Parry, 

I. M. VioCiox Parry. 
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2, Good morrow, M. Dodlor. 

3, You are an early rifer, fir. 

My lord, niy lord, my very good lord. 

, I. This fummer morning makes vs couetous 
To take the profit of the pleafant airc. 

D, ’Tis healthful to be furnng in a morning. 

2. Ir hath pleas’d tlie Queene, to fhew him man\ 
fauours- 

3. You fay but right ; and fince his lall difgrace. 
The caufe fo great it had furely touch’ d his life, 

Had not the Queen been gracious, he feems at Conn 
A man more gracious in our foueraign’s eye, 

Then greater fubiecls. 

2. She hath giuen him much preferment, 

In greatefl place grach him with conference, * 

Ask’t for him in His abfence ; and, indeed, 

Made knowne to vs he is one in her regard. 

3. But did you neuer heare the cauic of his rlif 
grace ? 

2. He did intend the murther of a gentleman 
One, M. Hare, here, of the Inner Temple, 

And fo farre brought his piiqjofe to elTeci, 

That M. Hare being ])riuate in his chamber, 

He watching, as he thought fit time, broke in vpon 
him ; 

But he, aiTauIted fo, behau’d hirnfelf, 

That he did guard himfelf, and attach’t him. 

From whence he was committed vnto Ncirgaie, 

And at the Seffions, by twelue honell men, 

Found guilty of burglary, and condemn’d to die : 

And had died, had her grace not pardon’d him. 

3, She is a gracious prinxelTe vnto all. 

Many flie raifeth, wifneth none fliouid fall. 

I. Fie, M. Doctor, 

Your face beares not the habit it \vas wont, 

And your difccurfe is alter’d : what’s the matte.i ’? 

Dr. And if my brow be fad, or my face pale, 
They do belye my heart, for 1 am merry. 

I, I\Ie-n l.xing, as you are, fo great in grace 

V 2 
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With fuch a royal princefle, haue no reafon. 

Enter a Gentleman, 

Gent Room for my Lord high Steward. 

Enter the Earl of LeceRer ; all the Lords foche 
after hinf and exeunt. Manet Parry, 

Dr. The difeontented defire to be alone : 

My willies are made vp, for they are gone. 

Here are no blabs but this, and this one clocke 
He keep from going with a double locke. 

Yet it will llrike : this day it niufl be done. 

■\7hat muft be done ? what mufl this engine do ? 

A deed of treafon hath prepar’d me to. 

Thefe two, thele two ; why they had life by lier, 
And fhall thefe two kill their deliuerer, 

The life that makes me rife 1 thefe once my fm 
Had forfeited ; her mercy pardon’d me. 

I had beene eaten vp with worms ere this, 

Had not her mercy giuen a life to this ; 

And yet thefe hands, if I performe my oath, 

Mufl kill that life that gaue a life to both. 

I haue tane the Sacrament to do’t, conferr’d 
With Cardinal Como about it, and receiu’d 
Full abfolution from his Holineffe : 

Been fatisfied by many holy fathers, 

During my trauels both in France and Ital}\ 

The deed is iufl and meritorious. 

And yet I am troubled when I do remember 
The excellency of her Maiefly ; 

And I would faine defiR, but that I know 
How many vowes of mine are gone to heauen, 

My letters and my promifes on earth, 

To holy fathers and graue Catholikes, 

That I would do’t for good of Catholikes, 

Then, in the garden where this day fhe walkes, 
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Her graces I will call behind mine eyes, 

And by a fubiecb hand a Soueraign dies, 

Eritcr Gent. 

Gent Clear the wa}?-. gentlemen, for the Queen 1 
Mafler Doctor Farry^ Exit Gent. 

Dr* O let me fee a difierence in this man. 

Before this Queen (that I am come to kill) 

ShewM me the gracious eye of her refjicct, . 

And gaue me countenance hnongil greatefc earls, 

This man \vas forwarder to thruil me forth, 

Then now he is humble to accept me in. 

If, then, her grace hath honor’d me fo much, 

How can this hand giue her a treacherous touch 
The trumpets fpeak ; Hcauen ! v/hat fiaii I do ? 

Euen what hell and my damn’d heart Hiall thriiH me 
to. 

Enter Queen^ Lefler, and Lords, 

Queen. Fair day, my lords. You are ail larkes. 
this morning ; 

Vp with the fun : you are flirring earely. 

Lecef. We are all fubiecls to your foueraignes light. 
Queen. That you call duty, we accept as loue, 

And we do thanke you ; nay, we thanke you all : 

Tis not to one, but his in general. 

Leji. The Queen would walke apart : forbear, nn' 
lords. 

Dr. Now, what makes me fliake % 

Doe angels guard her, or doth Heauen pertake 
Her refuge ? 

Queen. In fuch a garden may a foueraigne 
Be taught her iouing fubiecls to maintaine. 

Each plant, vnto his nature and his Vv-orth, 

Hailing full cherifliing, it fpringeth forth. 

Weedes mull be w^eeded out, yet weeded fo, 

Till they doe hurt, let them a Gods name grow. 

Dr. Now Qttcene. He ojfcrs to Oiooi 
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Qiiec?u Who’s there ? my kind friend, M. Dodtor 
Parry ? 

Dr, My mod dread foveraign. 

Queen. Why do you tremble, M. Doctor ? Haue , 
you any fute to vs ? 

Shake not at vs ; we doe our fubicdls lone; 

Or does thy face fiiow figiies of difeontent 
Through any heaiiie want op])refletIi thee ? 

As Jlie turncs back^ he offers to Jlioote., but 
returning he unthdrawes his ha?id. 
Though at our Court of Greenwich thou wer’t crofl, 

In filing to be Mafter of St. Katherines, 

To do thee good feeke out a better place : 

Shele giue thee that, the which hath giuen thee 
grace. 

Dr. I know your loue dread Queene — Now. 

Queen. Mailer Dodlor about the talke we had 
together 

Of EngliHi Fugitiues that feeke my life : 

You told me of them I am beholding to you. 

Dr. I did no more then duty. — 0, happy time ! 
Queen. And will they flill perfill % doe they dehre 
my blood, 

That wake, when I Ihould lleepe, to doe them good ? 
Dr. Madam 1 

Queen, Oh, my Maker 1 — Parry., villain, traitor, 
What dooT thou with that dagge 1 
Dr. Pardon, dread foveraign. 

Quee?i. Pardon, thou villain, fliewes thou aft a 
traitor. 

Treafon, my lords, treafon. 

Enter the Lords. 

Lejl. Ha I by the blell place of Heauen, treafon, 
and we fo neare ? 

A traitour with a dagge 1 Gods holy mother ! — 

Lords, guard the Queene. — Are you not frighted, 
madam ? 

lie play the fergeant to arrell the wretch. 
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Queen, Be not fo rafli, good Lecejler : he’s dead 
already ; 

Struck with remorfe of that he was to doe. 

^ Pray let me fpeak with him. — Say, M. Dodor, 
‘Wherein haue I defem’d an ill of you, 

Vnlefs it were an ill in pardoning you. 

What haue I done tov/ard you to feeke my life, 

Vnleis k were in taking you to grace? 
jDr. Mercy, dread Queen e 1 
Queen. I thank mj God I haue mercy to remit 
A greater hn, if you repent for it. Arife. 

Zeic. My lords, what do you mean? take hence 
that villain. 

Let her alone, fliede pardon him againe. 

Good Queen, we know you are too mercifull 
To deale with traitours of this raonfirous kinde. 

Away with him to the Toi'jcr., then to death. — 

A traitours death fiiall fuch a traitour haue. 

That feeks his foiieraignes life that did him fane. 
Qiceen. Good Lecejler, 

Lee. Good Queen, you mull be rul’d. Exeunt, 


Enter lacJzc GreJIiunu 

yohi. Nay, ’sfoot, yack, hold on thy rerolution. 
They fay that may happen in one hour that happens 
not againe in 7. yeare : and I (liould chance to take her 
in the right vaine, and fne kindly bellow herfelfe vpon 
me, why then there’s a man made from nothing : for, 
before God, I haue fpent all, and am not w^orth any- 
thing. And, indeed, unlelTe this fame good old Lady 
Ramfey take fome pitie vpon me, and take me for 
better for 'worfe, God knowes in wdiich of the two 
Counters I dial! keepe my next Chriftmas in i Biyt, 
by this hand, if fhee will accept of mee in this 
miferable eflate that I am in now — for, before God, 
I haue neither money nor credit, as I am an honeil 
man — and that’s more, I am afear’d then any man 
will beleeiie of me — ile forfwear all women but her, 
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and will not kiffe any of my neighbours wines for a 
kingdome. — Here’s the houfe : He knock at the door. 
— What, fhall I doot in the caiialier humour, with, 
Whofe within, there ho ! or in the Puritan humour, 
with, By your ieaue, good brother. Faith, in neither ; 
for in the one I flrall be taken for a fwaggeriiig knaue, 
and in the other, to be an hypocritical fool; but 
lionefl Jack, in thine owne honeft humour. Plain 
dealing’s a iewell, and I haue vs’d it fo long, I am next 
door to a begger. 

Enter 2. Creditors. 

But, Gods precious, what a plague make thefe here % 
Thefe two are two of my creditors : I mufl flop their 
mouths, fleet them from hence, or all the fat’s in the 
fire. 

1. M. Grejham, you are well met. 

Joh 7 i. I hope, gentlemen, you will fay fo anon. 
But you are alone, are you not 1 

2. Alone M. Grejham, why doe you aske ? ' 

John. A man hath reafon to aske, being as I am, 

that neuer feeth his creditors but is afeard of the 
catch-pole. But you are kind, my friends ; and, I 
thanke you, you will beare with me. 

I. I but M. GreJIiam^ a man may beare till his 
backe breake. 

Jolm. I, porters may ; but you that are fubflantial 
honefl citizens, there is no feare to be made of your 
breaking. You know there’s no man fo low, but God 
can raife him ; and though I am now out at heeles, 
or fo as you thinke, I am in the way of preferment, 
and hope to be able to pay euery man within this 
hour. 

1. We fhould be glad to fee it. 

2. But how, pray, fir ? 

Joh?i. How ? why, very eafily, if I can compaffe 
it. The truth is, though you would little think it, I 
am fuitor for my L. Ramfey. 

2. But I dare fweare fire is no fuiter to you. 
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E?iter Lady Ramfey afzd D. Nowell. 

yoJuu Why, that's true, too; for if (lie were a 
Juter to me, we fhould be man and wife flraight, and 
you Ihould haue your money within this halfe houre. 
But looke ;*looke where die comes : as you are good 
men, mum ; patience, and pray for my proceedings. 
If I doe fpeed, as I am partly pcrfwaded, you tliall 
haue your own, with the aduantage : If I fliould be 
crofl. you know the word ; forbearance is no acquit- 
tance. But mum ! if it proue a match, and any of 
you fhould chance to be in the Counter, you know% 
my marriage being fpread, my word will be currant, 
then mum. 

Now, Madam, you are welcome into Luzjiher- 
ftreet 

Lady, I thanke your curtefic, good IM. Dean. 

yohn. See how fortunatly all things chance. If 
it happen as I hope it will, fne taking a liking 
to me, here is a pried to marry us prefently. — 
Madam. 

Lady, Would you any bufineTfe with me, fir? 

yohn. Faith, lady, neceffary bufines ; and not to 
go far about the buflr, I am come to be a Inter vnto 
you. And you know the fafhion of young men, when 
they come awooing to ancient widowes, the way to 
fpeed is to begin thus. 

Lady, You are very forward fir. 

yohn. You w'ould fay fo, lady, if you knew how 
forward I would be. But, madam, you are rich, and 
by my troth, I am very poore, and I haue beene, as a 
man fhould fay, dark naught ; but he goes far that 
neuer turns ; and if no'w I haue a defire to mend, and 
being in fo good a way, you know how Wicharitable 
it were in you to put me out of it You may make 
an honed man of me, if it pleafe you; and when thou 
had made me one, by my troth Mall He keep rayfelf, 
fer I am a gentleman both by the fathers fide and 
mothers fide ; and, though I haue not the iiiucke of 
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the world, I haue a great deale of good loue, and I 
prelhee accept of it. 

Lady. ISL Dean^ 

Do you know this gentlemans bufinefs to me ? 

7\W. Not I, beleeue me, madam. 

y^olrn. I fliall haue her fare. — Why, ile tell you, 
fir. My lady here is a comely, ancient, rich widow, 
and I am an honeft, proper, poore young man, re- 
membering ftill I am a gentlemen ; now, what good 
her riches may do to my pouertie, your grauitie may 
gheffe ; faue a foule, perhaps, M. Dean. Look you, 
fir : it is but gluing my hand into hers, and hers into 
mine. M. Deane, I protefl before God fliee hath my 
heart already 3 and with fome three or four words, 
which I know you haue by rote, make vs two, my 
Lady and I, one, till death vs depart. 

Lady R. This gentleman thinks that to be a mat- 
ter of nothing. — But doe you loue me as you doe pro- 
tefl ? 

yoh?i. Loue you, madam ? lone you, by this hand. 
— I fliall haue her, hire. — Friends, you fee how the 
bufmeffe goes forward ; bring me your bills tounorrow 
morning ; or, vpon the hope that I haue, you may 
leaue them with me : I fliall be able to difcliarge. — 
Ha ! ha 1 "yacke. 

Lady, How will you maintain me, fir, if I fliould 
marry you ? 

yo/m. Maintaine! what .needft thou aske that 
queftion ? F.oot thou hafl maintenance ynougli for 
thee and I too. If I fhould marry you 1 — Friends, 
you fee how it goes now : to-morrow, within an lioure 
after I am married, I muft take the vpper hand of my 
vncle ; and the next Sunday, I, that was fcarce worthy 
to fit in the belferie, the churchwardens fetch me, and 
feat me in the Chauncel. 

Lady. M. Deaiie^ I protefl, neuer fmee I was 
widow ' 

Neuer did man make fo much loue to me. 

Sir, for your loue, I am much beholding to you. 
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yohu Do Mall^ prithee do not think it fo. — Be 
chofen one of the Common Counfell, or one of the 
Maflers of the Hofpital, fo perhaps I fhall neuer be- 
come it. Many, if I fhould be chofen one of the 
Maflers of Bridewell, for fome of my old acquaintance, 
foot, I would take it vpon me : vice mufl he correcled, 
vice mufl be correcfled. 

Zaay. Fill me a large cup full of hippocras, 

And bring me hither 20 . 11. in gold. 

y^o/iPL And one of your husbands liuery gownes. 
So now you trouble ycurfelf fo much : that gold is to 
contradl vs withal. — A fimple morning j friends, you 
cannot beat me downe with your bills. — M. Deane of 
Fowles^ I pray you flay and dine with me ; you fhall 
not fay me nay ; the oftner you come, the more wel- 
come. 

JVbw. You are merry, fir. 

I thank God, and all the w^orld may fee, I 
haue no other caufe, 

That I am likely to be fo well beflowed. 

Sir, you fhaf not fay the loue you fhew^d to 
me. 

Was entertain’d but with kind curtefy : 

This for your loue vnto your health I drinke. 

Pledge me. 

John. I by my troth, Mall will I, were it as deepe 
as a well. 

Lady. Now, for your paines, there is twenty pound 
in gold. 

Nay, take the cup too fir. Thanks for your loue ; 

And were my thoughts bent vnto marriage, 

I rather would with you, that feeme thus wild, • 

Then one that hath worfe thoughts, and feemes more 
mild. 

yohn. Foot, will you not haue me, then? 

Lady R, Yes, when I mean to marry any one ; 
And that not whilfl I line. 

y^ohn. See how a man may be deceiued 1 1 thought 
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I fliould liaue beene fare, by this time. — Well, 
though I fliall not haue you, I fliall haue this with a 
good will. 

Lady, With all my heart ; and for the loue you . 
haue fhown, 

Wifli it to thriue with you, euen as mine own. 

X. To-morrow fhall we attend your worfhip ? 

2 . Sir, heres my bill ; it comes to twenty 
pound. 

Friend, Ploydens proiierb, the cafe is altered : 
and, by my troth, I haue learn'd you a lefion j forbear- 
ance is 710 acqiiitta7ice. 

Lady. What men are thefe % 

John. Faith, madam, men that haue my hand, 
though not for my honeily, yet for the money that I 
owe them. 

Lady. What doth he owe you ? 

1. Fiftie pound, madam. 

Lady. What you ? 

2 . A hundred marks. 

Lady. He pay you both. — And, fir, to do you 
good, 

To all your creditors He do the like. 

John. Thats faid like a kind wench ; 

And though we neuer meet again, 

We will haue one buffe more at parting. — 

And now, i’faith, I haue all my wild oats fown, 

And if I can grow rich by the helpe of this, 

lie fay I rofe by Lady Rmfifeys kifs. Exeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 

From fifty eight, the firfl yeare of her raigne, 

We come to eighty-eight, and of her raigne 
The thirtieth yeare. This Queen inaugurated, 

And flrongly planted in her peoples heart, 

Was in her youth folicited in marriage 
By many princely heires of Chriilendom, 
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Efpecially by Philips King of Spame, 

Her fillers husband ; who to achieue his ends, 

Had got a difpenfation from the Pope : 

^But, after many treats and embaffies, 

Finding his hopes in her quite fruflrated, 

Aims all his flratagems. plots, and defignes, 

Both to the vtter ruine of our land, 

And our religion. But tlf vndaunted Queene, 

Fearing no threats, but willing to ftrike firil. 

Sets forth a fleete of one-and-twenty faile 
To the Indies^ vnder the conduct 
Of Francis Drake and CkriJlopJier Ca^difie j 
Who fet on Cap de Verd^ then Hifpaniola^ 

Setting on fire the towns of S. Anthony 
And S. Dommick, The proud Spaniard, 

Enraged at this affront, fends forth a fleet, 

Three whole yeares in preparing, to fubuert, 

B-uine, and quite depopulate this land. 

Imagine you now fee them vnder fail, 

Sweird vp with many a proud, vaineglorious boafl, 
And newly enter’d in our- Englijh coalL Exit. 

Elder the Duke of Medina, Don Pedro, John Marti- 
nus Ricaldus, ajid other Spaniards. 

Med, We are where we long wifht to be at iafl ; 
And now this elephants burden, our Armado, 

Three years an embrion, is at length produc’d, 

And brought into the world to line at fea. 

Non fifficit orhts, our proud Spa?iifli motto 
By th’ EjigliJh mockt, and found at Carthagen, 

Shall it not now take force ? 

Can Engla?id fatisfie our auarice, 

That worlds cannot fuflize ? Wliat thinks Don 
Pedro ‘I 

Fed, Alphonfus Perez Guifnan, 

Duke of Medina and Sidonia, 

And royal general of our great Armado, 

I think we come too flrong. What’s our defigne 
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Againll a petty ifland gouernd by a woman ? 

I thinke, inflead of military men, ' 

Garnitli’d with armes and martiail clifcipline, 

She, with a feminine traine 

Of her Imght ladies, beautifaU’fl and beft, 

Will meet vs in their fmocks, willing to pay 
Their maidenheads for ranfonie. 

Med, Think’ll thou fo, Don Pedro ? 

Fed, I therein am conddent ; 

And partly forry that our King of Spaine 
Hath been at charge of fuch a magazine, 

When halfe our men and ammunition 
Might haiie beene fpar’d. 

Med, Thou puthl me now in minde 
Of the Grand Signior, who, (fome few yeares fince) 
When as the great AmbalTadour of Spaine 
Importuned him for aid againfl the land 
Styl’d by the title of the Maiden Iple, 

Calls for a mappe : now, when the Ambaffadour 
Had hiow’d him th’ Pidles, all America^ 

Some parts of Apia, and Pnropa too, 

Climes that took vp the greatell part o’ th’ card, 
And finding England but a fpot of earth, 

Or a few acres, if at all, compard 
To our fo large and fpacious prouinces, 

Denies him aid, as much againfl his honour 
To fight with fuch a centuple of oddes j 
But gaue him this aduice : Were I (faid he) 

As your great King of Spaine, out of rny kin 
domes 

Ide preffe or hire fo many pioneers, 

As with their fpades and mattocks fnould digge vp 
This wart of Earth, and call it in the Sea. t 
And well methought he fpake. 

Fed, We haue fhowne ourfeiues, 

But are as yet vnfought with. 

Med. All their hearts 

Are dead within ’em ; wee, I feare, fliall fmcle 
Their feas vnguarded, and their fhoares vnmann’d, 
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And conquer without battaile. 

RicaL All their honours 
And offices we hauc difpord already. 

/Fhere’s not a noble family in Spaine. 

In Naples^ Portugal, Viay Italy ^ 

That liatli not in our fieete fome eminent perfon 
To ihare in this rich booty. 

Mpa. yoJuL Marihius Ricaldiis. you our prime naul- 
gator, 

Since fam'd Colunihus or great Mageline, 

Glue vs a briefe relation of the flrength 
And potency of this our great Annado, 

Chriflend, by th' Pope, the Nain/ Inuincibie. 

Rical. Twelue mighty gallions of Portiigale , 
Fourteen e great Ihips of Biskey. of Cajtile^ 

Eleuen tall fnips of A?idclofta ; 

Sixteen gallions, fourteen of Guipufcoa ; 

Ten fail that run by th’ name o' th' Eailern fleet j 
The fliips of Ureas, Zaihras^ Naples ; gallies, 

Great galliaffes, fly-boats, pinnaces. 

A mounting to the number of an hundred 
And thirty tight, tali fade ; the mod of them 
Seeming like cafilcs built vpon the Tea. 

Med. .Ynd wliat can all iheir barges, cockboats, 
oares, 

Small veifels (better to be faid to creepe 
Then fail vpon the ocean) doe 'gainil thefe?- 
They are overcome already. 

Rical. All their burdens, 

Fifty-feuen thoufand eight hundred fixty-eight Tunne ^ 
In them nineteene thoufand two hundred ninety-nue 
fouldicTS, 

Two thou fan il eight hundred and eighty gaily flaues. 
Eight thoufand hx hundred and fifty mariners, 

Two thoufand fix hundred and thirty peece of ord- 
’nance, 

Culuerin, and cannon. 

Med. Half thefe would fuffize : 
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Nor haue we need of fiich furplufage, 

Againfl their petty fly-boats. 

Enter a Spaniard. 

Sj>an. We haue difcouer’d, 

Riding along the coafls of E7'ance and Dimkef^ke^ 

An Englifh nauy. 

Med. Of what flrength, what force ? 

S;pa}i. Their number fmall, yet daring, as it 
feemes : 

Their fliips are but low built, yet fwift of faile, 
Whether their purpofe be to fight, I know not ; 

They beare vp braueiy with vs. 

Fed. Caft our fleet 
Into a wide and femi- circled moone ; 

And, if we can but once incompaffe them, 

We’le make the fea their graues, and themfelues food 
For the fea worme call’d haddock, 

Med. Let’s faile on 

Towards the Thames mouth, and there disburden vs 
Of our land fouldiers ; 

And if the Prince of Farm a keepe his appointment, 
Who (with a thoufand able men-at-arms. 

Old fouldiers, and of moft approued difcipline) 

Lies garrifond at Dimkerkc, we at once 
Will fwallow vp their nation, and our word 
Be from henceforth Vilioria, 

Omnes. Victoria, Vittoria, Exeunt. 

Med, Had we no other forces in our fleet e, 

Nor men, nor arms, nor ammunition, 

Powder, nor ordinance, but our empty bottomes, 
Baljaft with the Fopis blefling, and our nauy 
Chriflen’d by him the Nauy Inuincibic, 

We had enough ; what’s more’s vnneceffary. 

Nor thinke we threaten England all in vaine ; 

Tis ours, and we heere chriilen it New Spaine. 

Omnes, Victoria, Victoria. 
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Drum and colours. Enter the Earle of Lecefier^ the 
Earle of Hmifdon^ bearing the ftandard.^ Queetie 
Elizabeth, comfleatly armed^ aiid Souldiers. 

Queen, A lland ! — From London thus far haue we 
marched ; 

Here pitch our tents. How doe you call this place ? 
Zeic. The town you fee, to whom thefe downes 
belong, 

Glues ' them to name the plains of Tllbery, 

Queen, Be this, then, fLiPd our camp at Tilbcry : 
And the firfl place we haue been feene in arms, 

Or thus accoutred, here we iixe our foot, 

Not to flir backe, were we fure here t* incounter 
With all the Spanifh vengeance threaten’d vs, 

Came it in fire and thunder. Know, my fabiecls, 
Your Queene hath now put on a mafcuiine fpirit, 

To tell the bold and daring what they are, 

Or what they ought to be ; and fuch as faint, 

Teach them, by my example, fortitude. 

Nor let the bed proou’d foldier here difdaine 
A woman fliould conducl an hofl of men, 

To their difgrace or %vant of prefident. 

Haue you not read of braue Zeiiobia^ 

An Eaflerne queene, who fac’d the Romaine legions, 
Euen in their pride and height of potency, 

And in the field incounter’d perfonally 

Aurelianus Ccefarl Think in me 

Her fpirit fiiruiues, Queen of this weflem ifle, 

To make the fcorn’d name of Elizabeth 
As frightful and as terrible to Sfame 
As was Zenobias to the State of Rome, 

Oh I could with them landed, and in view, 

To bid them inftant battaile ere march farther, 

Into my land. This is my vow, my refl ; 

I’le pane their way with this my virgin brefl. 

Lejl, But (madam) ere that day come, 

There will be many a bloody nofe, I, and crack'd 
Crowrn : 

1 


z 



338 If you know not me^ 

We fhali make work for furgeons. 

Queen, I hope fo, Lcjien — For you, Sir Anthoiy 
jBro7me, 

Though your religion and recufaiicy 

Might, in thefe dangerous and fufpicioiis times, 

Haue drawne your loyalty into fufpe6l, 

Yet haue you herein amply clear’d yourfelf, 

By bringing vs fine hundred men, well arm’d. 

And your owne felfe in perfon. 

Sir Aniho, Not only thofe, but all that I enioy, 
Are at your highnes fervice. 

Queen, Now, Lord Hun f don,, 

The Lord-Lieutenant of our force by land 
Vnder our general, Lejler,, what thinkefL thou 
Of their Armado, chrillen’d by the PoAe 
The Nmy hiuindhh ? 

Hens, That there’s a power aboue both them and 
vs, 

That can their proud and haughty menaces 
Conuert to their owne ruins. 

Queen, Thinkell thou fo, Him f don 1 
No doubt it will — Let me better furuay my campe. 
Some wine, there 1 — A health to all my fouldiers. 

Floimfli trmnpets, 

Methinks I do not fee, ’mongft all my troops, 

One with a courtiers face, but all look foklier-like, 

A peal of fliot 

Whence came this found of Ihot ? 

Leic, It feems, the nauy 
Styl’d by the Pope the Natey Ijiuindhie,, 

Riding along the coafl of France and Du?ikerk^ 
Difcouer’d firfl by Captaine Thomas Flemings 
Is met and fought with by your admiral. 

Queefu Heauen profper their defence ! 

Oh had God made vs man-like like our mind, 

We’d not be here fenc’d in a mure of armes, 

But ha’ been prefent at thefe fea alarmes. Born. 
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Enter i. Poji. 

Make way, there ! — What^s the new’s 1 
I. Heauen blefle your Maiefly ! 

Your royal fleet bids battaile to the Spaniard, 

Whofe number with aduantage of the wind, 

Gains them great odds ; but the vndaunted worth 
And well knowne valour of your admiral. 

Sir Fr finds D7'ake^ and MmEn Fnrhificr^ 
yohn HawJzms^ and your other Englifli captains, 
Takes not away all hope of viclory. 

Queen. Canft thou defcribe the manner of the 
fight ? 

And where the royal nauies firfl incounter’d ? 

From Douer cliff we might difcern them 

join 

*Twixt that and Calice \ there the fight begun. 

Sir Francis Drake^ Vice-Admiral, was firfl 
Gaue an onfet to this great Armado of Spaine ; 

The manner thus. With twenty-fine fail, 

Thofe fhips of no great burden, yet w^ell mann’d, 

For in that dreadful conflict few or none 
Of your fhips royal came within the fight, 

This Drake^ I fay, (whofe memory fliall Hue 
While this great w^orid, he compaft firfl, fhali lafl) 
Gaue order that his fquadrons, one by one, 

Should follow him fome diflance, Hears his courfe, 

But none to fhoote till he himfelf'gaue fire. 

Forward he fleer’d, as far before the refl 
As a good musket can well beare at twice, 

And as a fpy comes to luruay their fleet, 

Which feem’d like a huge city built on the fea. 

They fliot, and fhot, and emptied their broadfides 
At his poor Angle veflel : he failes on, 

Yet all this while no fire was feene from him. 

The refl behind, longing for adlion. 

Thought he had beene turn’d coward, that had done 
All this for their more fafety. He now finding 
Moll of their prefent fury fpent at him. 

Z 2 
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Fires a whole tyre at once, and hauing emptied 
A full broadfide, the reft came vp to him, 

And did the like, -yndaiinted. Scarce the laft 
Had paft by them, but Drake had clear’d the fea ; 
For, ere th’ vnweildly veffels could be ftirr’d, 

Or their late emptied ord’nance charged agen, 

He takes aduantage both of winde and tide, 

And the fame courfe he took in his progreffe, 

Doth in his backe returne keepe the fame order. 
Scouring along, as if he would befiege them 
With a new wall of fire, in all his fquadrons 
Leaning no charge that was not brauely mann’d : 
Infomuch, that blood as vifibly was feene 
To pour out of their portholes, in fuch manner 
As after Ihowres i’ th’ city, fpouts fpill raine. 

And thus Drake bad them welcome : what after 
happen’d, 

Such a huge cloud of fmoke inviron’d vs, 

We could not well difccuer. 

QiiecJi, There’s for thy fpeed ; 

And England ne’er want fuch a Drake at neede. 

Efiter the Second Pojl, 

Th’ art welcome : what canft thou relate, 

Touching this naval confiidl ? 

2. Poji. Since Drakis fir ft onfet, and our fleete 
retir’d, 

The Spanifti nauy, being linckt and chain’d 
Like a half moon, or to a full bent bow, 

Attend aduantage ; where, amongft the reft, 

Sit Martin Furbifher, blinded with fmoake, 

By chance is fallen into the midft of them, 

StUi fighting ’gainfl extremity of odds, 

Where he, with all his gallant followers, 

Are folded in deaths arms, 

Qimn, If he furuiue, he fhall be nobly ranfom’d ; 
If he be dead, 

Yet he lliall Hue in immortality. 
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How fares our Admiral % 

2, Pojl* Brauely he diredls. 

And with much ju^ment England neuer bred 
Men that a fea-fight better managed. 

Qnee?i. It cheers my blood ; and if fo Heaven be 
pleas'd, 

For lome negledled duty in ourfelf. 

To punilli vs with Ioffe of thefe braue fpirits, 

His will be done ; yet will we pray for them. 

What fays valiant Lejier 1 

Thou wilt nor leaue vs, wilt thou % lookfl thou pale ? 
What fays old Himfdon % nay, He fpeake thy part : 
Thy hand, old lord, Vm fure I haue thy heart. 

JEi/is, Both hand and heart. 

Enter the Third Pojl. 

Qiiem. Before thou fpeak’fl, take that : if he be 
dead, 

Our felfe will fee his funerall honoured. 

3. Pofi. I then proceed thus ; when the great 
gallianes 

And galliaffes had inviron’d them, 

The vndaunted Furbijher^ though round befet, 
Cheer’d vp his foldiers, and well mann’d his fights, 
And flanding barehead brauely on the decke, 

When murdering fhot, as thick as ApriVs hail, 

Swoong by his ears, he waned his warlike iword, 

Firing at once his tyres on either fide 

V/ith fuch a fury that he brake their chaines. 

Shatter’d their decks, and made their floutefl drips 
Like drunkards reel, and tumble fide to fide. 

Thus in war s fpight and all the Spaniards feoff, 

He brought both drip and fouldiers brauely off. 

Queen. War’s fpight, indeed ; and we, to do him 
right, 

Will call the diip he fought in The Warres-fpight 
Now, countrymen, fhall our fpirits here on land 
Come diort of theirs fo much admir’d at fea ? 
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If there be any here that harbour feare, 

We giue them liberty to leaue the campe, 

And thank them for their abfence. 

A march, lead on ! wele meet the worfl can fall ; 

A 7?iarch wit/im, 

A maiden Queene is now your general!. 

As they march about the Jiage, Sir Francis Drake afid 
Sir Martin Furbifher meet them with SpaniJJi 
e7ifig72S m their hajids, and drum and colours 
before them. 

Quecji. What meanes thofe Spaiiilh enfignes in the 
hands 

Of Englifh fubie6ls ? 

Drake. Gracious Queene, 

They fhow that Spaniards’ lines are in the hands 
Of England's foueraign. 

Queen. England's God be praifed 1 
But, prethee, Drake (for well I know thy name, 

Nor will I be vnmindM of thy worth) 

Briefly rehearfe the danger of the battle ; 

Till Purbijher was refeued we haue heard. 

Drake. We then retir’d \ and after counfell call’d, 
We fluft eight empty hoys with pitch and oil, 

And all the ingredients aptefl to take fire, 

And fent them where their proud Armado lay. 

The Spaniard, now at anchor, thought we had come 
For parley, and fo rode fecure ; but when 
They beheld them flame like to fo many bright bon- 
fires, 

Making their fleete an Etna like themfelues, 

They cut their cables, let their anchors fink, 

Burying at once more wealth within the fea, 

Then th’ Indies can in many years reflore. 

Now their high built and large capacious bottomes 
Being by this means vnaccommodated, 

Like to fo many rough, vnbridled fleeds, 

Command themfelues, or rather are commanded, 
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And hurried where th’ inconflant windes lhall pleafe. 
Some fell on qnickfands, others brake on fhelues : 
Medina^ their great Grand and General, 

We left vnto the mercy of the fea ; 

Doji Pedro ^ their high admiral!, we tooke, 

With many knights and noblemen of Spaikte^ 

Who are by this time landed at St Margrefs, 

From whence your admirall brings them vp by land. 
And at St. anted s means to greet your grace. 

Queen. Next vnder Heauen your valours haue the 
praife ! 

But prethee, Drake^ 

Giue vs a brief relation of thofe fhips, 

That in this expedition were employ’d 
Againfl the Spanifh forces % 

Drake. The Elizabeth J^onas, Triumph^ the White 
Beare^ 

The Mer Honora.^ and the Vidlory ; 

Arch Raleigh^ Du Repulfe^ Garland^ Warres-Jpight, 
The Mary Rofe^ the Bonaventure, Iiope.i 
The Lion, Rainbow, Vantguard, Nonpareil, 
Dreadnought, Defia?ice, Swiftftire, Ajitllach, 

The Whale, the Scout, Achates, the Reuenge» 

Queen. Drake, no more. — 

Where’er this nauy fhall hereafter faile, 

O may it with no lefs fucceffe preuail : 

Difmiffe our campe, and tread a royal march 
Toward St. J^ames^s, where in martial order 
We’le meete and parley our Lord Admiral. 

As for thofe enfigns, let them be fafely kept, 

And giue commandment to the Deane of Paid^s 
He not forget, in his next learned fermon, 

To celebrate this conquefl at Fatills crofs ^ 

And to the audience in our name declare 
Our thanks to Heauen, in vniuerfal prayer. 

For though our enemies be ouerthrown, 

®Tis by the hand of Heauen, and not our own. 

One found a call. — Now louing countrymen, CalL 
And fellow foldiers, merited thanks to alL 



344 If yon know not me, 

We here difmifTe you, and diffolue our campe. 

Onnies. Long line, long raign our Queene 
Elizabeth ! 

Qticen. Thankes, general thanks : 

Towards London inarch wee to a peaceful throne : 

We wilh no warres, yet we mufl guard our owne. 


Exeunt omnes^ 
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[The following is the conclufion of the SecoJid pari 
of If You know not Me, You know Nobody,” as it 
ftands in the editions of 1606, 1609, and 1623.] 

A peak of Chambers. 

Enter Qneen^ Hunfdon, Leceller, Drum^ Colotm, 
and Souldiers. 

Queen. A fland, there, lords 1 Whence comes this 
found of {hot? 

Lei. Pleafe it your maiefly, tis thought the Fleete 
Lately difcouered by your fubiedl Fleming., 

Riding along the coafls of France and Dunkerky 
Is met and fought with by your Admiral!. 

Queen. Heauen profper his proceedings ! Harke, 
my lords y 

Still it increafeth. Oh, had God and nature 
Giueh vs proportion man-like to our mind, 

Wede not Hand here, fenc’t in a wall of arms. 

But haue been prefent in thefe fea alarms. 

Hunf. Your royal refolution hath created 
New fpirits in ourfouldiers brefts, and made 
Of one man three. 
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If you hww not me, 

• Enter a Pojf* 

Queen, Make way, there ! — What’s the newes ? 

Poji. Your royal fleet bids battell to the Spa- ^ 
niards, 

Whofe number with the aduantage of the v/inde, 

Glues them great odds ; but the vndaunted worth 
And well knowne valour of your Admirall, 

Sir Francis Prake, and Martin FurhiJIier^ 

Giues vs affured hope of victory. 

Queen, Where did the royal nauies firfl encoun- 
ter ? 

Poji, From Douer cliffs we might difcerne them 
joine, 

But fuch a cloud of fmoake enuirond them, 

We could difcouer nought of their proceedings; 

For the great Spafiijh fleet had winde and tide. 

God and good hearts fland on your Graces fide. 

Queen, There’s for thy newes. — He that firfl lent 
me breath, 

Stand in the right of wrong’d Elizabeth 
Omnes. God and his angels, for Elizabeth, 

Enter another Poll, 

Queen, Welcome, a God’s name 1 What’s the 
newes, my friend ? 

Alas, good man, his looks fpeake for his tongue. 

How hands the fea-fight ? 

PoJl, Mofl contrarious. 

The SpajiiJh fleet, caft in a warlike ranke, 

Like a half moon, or to a full bent bow, 

Wait for aduantage : when, amongfl the reft, 

Sir Martin Furhijher,^ blinded with fmoake, 

And fir’d in heart with emulating honour, 

Gaue the proud Spaniard a broadfide of fliot : 

But being within the compaffe of their danger, 

The diflant corners of their gripled fleet 
Circled him round. This valiant FurhJIicr^ 
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With all his braue and gallant followers, 

Are folded in deaths armes. 

Q?iec?i. If he furuiue, 

,He ffiall be nobly ranfom’d ; if he die, 

He lines an honour to his nation. 

How fares 5ur Admiral ? 

Foji. Brauely he fights : 

Diredls with judgement and with heedfull care 
Offends the foe. Eiigland nere bred 
Men that a fea fight better managed. 

Quem. It cheers my blood ; and if my God be 
pleafed, 

For fome neglecled duty in ourfelfe, 

To punifh vs with Ioffe of them at fea, 

His will be done : yet will we pray for them. 

If they returne, ourfelfe will be the firfl 
Will bid them welcome. — What fays valiant Leq/ier ? 
Thou wilt not leaue me, wilt thou Dofl thou iooke 
pale? 

What fays old Hunfdon % — Nay ; He fpeak thy 
part. 

Thy hand, old Lord ; I am fure I haue thy heart 
Hmif. Both hand and heart 

A noife wiiJiin^ crying A Furbiflier. 

Enter a Captain, 

QiLcoi. Then let both heart and hand 
Be brauely vfed, in honour of our land. 

Before thou fpeakfl, take that : if he dead, 

A Queen will fee his funeral honoured. 

Cap, When the foes fhips 
Had grafpt his fliips within a ffeely girdle, 

The valiant Captain, ouercharg’d with her, 

Hauing no roome for cowardize or fear, 

Gaiie ail his Ordinance a gallant charge, 

Cheer'd vp his fouldiers, man’d vp his fights, 

And {landing barehead brauely on the decke, 

When dangerous fhot, as thick as April haiie, 
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Dropt by his eares, he wau’d his warlike fwordj 
And, with a bold defiance to the foe, 

The watchword given, his ordnance let fly 
With fuch a fury, that it broke their rankes, 

Shatterd their fides, and made their warlike (hips 
Like drunkards reeie, and tumble fide to ride : 

But to conclude, fuch was the will of heauen, 

And the true fpirit of that gentleman, 

That, being thought hopeleffe to be preferued, 

Yet, in wars fpight, and all the Spaniards feoff, 

He brought his fhip and fouldiers brauely off. 

Queen. Wars fpight, indeed 1 and we, to do him 
right, 

The fhip he faild in, fought in, call Wars fpight. — 
Now, noble fouldiers, rouze your hearts, like men 
To noble refolution : if any here 
There be that loues vs not, or harbour feare. 

We giue him liberty to leaue our campe 
Without difpleafure. 

Our armies royali, fo be equal our hearts ; 

For with the meanefl here He fpend my blood, 

And fo to lofe it count my onely good. — 

A march, lead on, weele meet the word can fall : 

A maiden-Queen will be your General 

They march ojie way out Ai the other doore, enter Sir 
Francis Drake, with colours and enjignes taken 
fro7n the Spaniards. 

What mean thefe Spanijh enfignes in the hands 
Of Ejiglifi fubiedls ? 

Drake. Honorable Queen, 

They fhew that Spaniards lines are in the hands 
Of Efiglands foueraign. 

Queen. Englands God be praifd 1 
But prethee Drake, for well I know thy name, 

And He not be unmindful of thy worth, 

Briefly rehearfe the danger of the battell, 

Till FurUJker was refeued we haue heard* 
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Drake. The danger after that was worfe than 
then. 

Valour on both fides ftroue to rife with honor. 

As is a pair of balance, once made euen, 

So flood the day, inciind to neyther fide. 

Sometimes we yeelcled : but like a ramme 
That makes returnment to redouble ftrength, 

Then forc’d them yeeld j when our Lord Admirall 
Following the chafe, Pedro their Admiral, 

With many knights and captaines of account. 

Were by his noble deeds tane prifoners, 

And vnder his conducSl are fafely kept, 

And are by this time landed at S. Margreis : 

From whence they meane to march along by land, 
And at S. heele greete your Maiefly. 

Thefe Spanijk enfigns, tokens of our conquefl, 

Our captaines tooke from off their batteFd fhips ; 

Such as flood out, we funke ; fuch as fubmitted, 
Tafled our Englijfli' mercy, and furuive, 

Vaffals and prifoners to your foueraigntie. 

Queen. Next vnder God your valors haue the 
praife : 

Difmifs our campe, and tread a royall march 
Towards S. yanies^ where, in martiall order, 

Weele meet and parley our Lord Admiral, 

And fet a ranfome of his prifoners. 

As for thofe enfignes, fee them fafely kept ; 

And giue commandment to the Deane of Powles 
He not forget, in his next learned fermon. 

To celebrate this conquefl at Powles Crojfe ; 

And to the audience in our name declare 
Our thankes to heauen in vniuerfal prayer ; 

For though our enemies be ouerthrown, 

Tis by the hand of heauen, and not our own. 

On ! found a call ! — -Now louing countrjmien, 

Subiecls, and fellow fouldiers, that haue left 
Your weeping wiues, your goods, and children, 

And laid your hues vpon the edge of death, 

For good of England and Elizabeth^ 
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We thanke you all. Thofe that- for vs would 
bleed, 

Shall hnde vs kinde to them, and to their feed. 

We here difmiffe you, and difmiffe our campe. 

Againe we thanke you : pleafeth God we line, 

A greater recompence then thanks weele giue. 

All. Our Hues and iiuings for Elizabeth. 

Queen. Thahkes ; general thankes. — 

Towards London march we to a peaceful! throne : 

We wilh no wars, yet we mull guard our owne. 

Exeunt. 


FINIS. 



Epilogue. 


The Princeffe young Elizahdh y'have feene 
In her minority, and fmce a Queene, 

A Subjedl, and a Soveraigne ; in th’ one 
A pittied Lady : in the royall Throne 
A potent Queene, It now in you doth refl 
To know, in which fhe hath demeand her befi;- 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Page i. 

The Firft mid Second parts of King Edzvard the Fourth. 

Reprinied for the Shakefpeare Society in 1842, “from the 
unique black letter firffc Edition of 1600. collated with one other 
in black letter, and tvith thofe of 1619 1626, with an Intro- 

duction and Notes by Barron Field,” Thefe notes we have laid 
extenfively under contribution in the enfuing pagcb. 


In the black letter edition of 1605, the word “'God'’ is 
frequently changed into “ Cock” in evafion of the fiatuie of 
3 Jac. I, then newly paffed. It is alnioft needlols to fay tliat 
the original word has been invariably reftored in the prefeut 
reprint. 

Page 6. 

A fit of mirth. 

As oppofed to a continuance. The phrafe occurs in Pulten- 
ham’s Art of Engl i/h Tofe, 15S9, wIktc the author fpeaks of 
* ‘ blijid harpers, or fuch like tavern-minflrcls, that give a hi of 
mirtli for a groat.” Thy word ft refers to the portions or paufes 
in a ballad or romance. 

Page 7. 

Falconhridge. 

“The perfon here meant was Thomas Nevil, bnflard fon to 
Lord Falconbridge ; ‘a man (fays liail) of no lei's courage thou 
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audacity, that a more meter could not he chofen to fet all the 
wt'>rl(le in a broyle, and to put the eflate of the roalmc on an yi 
hazard.’ He once brought his fliips up the 'Thames, and with n 
confiderable body of the men of Kent and Effex, made a fpirited 
affault on the City, wdtli a view to plunder and pillage, which 
wais not repelled but after a fharp couilicl; and Ihcrlofs of many 
lives; and had it happened at a more critical period, might have 
been attended with fatal confequences to Edward. After roving 
on the fca foinc little lime longer, he ventured to land at 
Southampton, where he was taken and beheaded.” — 'Ritfcm, 
It appears from both the Camden Society’s publications, hereafter 
quoted, that he was taken at Sandwich. 

Page io. 

At Leaden Jiallf we'll fJl pcarlcs by the pecke, 

Leadenhall was a public granary. 

Page ii. 

Birchin lane Jhall fuite vs. 

i. e. tliall furnifli us with fuits of clothes. Birchin Lane wci.< 
the hTonmouth Stieet of the city. It was not inhabited by the 
mercers and ’woollen-drapers, as Rated by ]\Tr. Kimbault in liis 
notes io Bbllids Anatom ie, but by the fripperers or upholders, 
that fold old apparel and houfehold Ruff.” The mercers, as 
ap]3ears both from wStow and from this play, lived in Cheapfide. 
See The Royall Khn^ ajid the Loyall Stibjecl^ vol. vi,, p. 13. 

Page 15, 

Clapperdud^in. 

A cant term for a beggar, ingenioully derived by Ivir. Collier 
from knocking the clapdiili (which beggars carried) with a knife 
or dudgeon. 

Page ig . 

And aiftlng of throats be cried havock. 

See Coriolann^, var. cd., acl iii. feene i. Crying haz’oek hy the 
coiu'ueror was the convcife of crying quarter by the conquered. 

Ib. 

Sallef. 

A helmet. See the commentators on 2 IRnry VI. ^ acR iw 
fecne 10, 
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Page 19. 

A true finger, 

i.c. the finger of a true, or honeft man. 

Page 21. 

The Mouth of /jijhotfiga it. 

^Solne iiiii at the gate, vhc-re liquors were fold. 

Ib, 

Mazer, 

hlaeardj the face. 

jb. 

As tall a man. 

J.e. as bravo a man. 

Page 33. 

A)'(fi Sir Jolin Crofebie, Mj'A Maior ofi London and Mnight. 

Arifie Sir Ralfe J offeline Knight. 

It appears from Stow tfxat Sir John Crosby was Slieriff, not 
mayor, in this year, and that Sir Ralph Joceiine was mayor, and 
knighted, in 1464. Crosby never was mayor. The following is 
Stow’s annal of the year 1470 

“ 1470. The loth. [Edw. IV.] Sir John Crosbie, John W.nrd, 
[Sherifls]; mayor, Sir John Stockton, mercer. 

“Thoinn.s the baRard Faticoiibridge, with a riotous compan}-, 
fet upon this city at Aldgate, Biihopfgate, the Bridge, d:c., and 
twelve aldermen, with the recorder, were knighted in the neKl 
by Edward lY., to wit, John Stockton, mayor, Raph Verney, 
late mayor, John Yoiig, late mayor, William Tayler, late mayor, 
Richard Lee, late 3na3^or, Matthew Phillips, late mayor, George 
Ireland, William Stoker, William Plampton, fince mayor, Thoma< 
Slol broke, John Crosbie, and Bartiemew James, fince mayor, w.di 
Thomas iJrfwike, recorder.” — StciJ s Survey ofi London by Thonn, 
p. 193. Sec alf<.> Mr. Bruce's Nutca to the Camden Society’s 
flifiorie ofi the A.rrival ofi Edvjard IV., and the fame Society’* 
IVarkveortk' s Chronicle, p. 2l. 

Page 37. 

Miller /'A^'cluly is a thoufiand markes. 

i.e. that which is due to thee. 


A A. 2 
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Page 38. 

Fanwdl pink and pinnace, jiibotc and carnet. Tarn bull and 
Spittat. 

The four names of C7‘afi are ufed for the ladies of Spicing's 
acquaintance. For turnbull, fee Collier’s S/iaktfpeare, voL 
\). 407. A fpittal is an hofpital, or pefl-hoiife. 

Page 39. 

Dicker. 

A dicker of leather is ten hides. 


Page 40. 

Sazueji ihm 7iot the decre imboft. 

** When a deer is hard mn, and foams at the mouth, he is faicl 
to be imhoJiF — IVartou on Taming of the Shixw,, adf i. feene i. 


Ih 

that makes ye prate to tne fo fondly. 

Hobs doe? not underftand **deer imbofl,” and takes it for 
foolifh love-talk. 


Ib. 

meg-holly. 

Probably a conlradlion or corruption for the Virgin Mary, 


Page 41. 
by the monfefoot. 

I know a man that will never fwear but by cock and pye, oc 
7noi(f e-foot. I hope you will not fay thefe be oaths ,” — The 
Plaine Mads PaiJm'ay to Heaven. By Artknr Deni. i6oi. 


lb. 

thefe courtnols. 

This word occurs in the old ballad of the King and the MiUer 
of Mansfield, and is a contemptuous word for courtier — court-- 
7ioodle. So grout-noil means groffe-telie. See Shenoood. 

Page 42. 

His Maiefiy? 

Although Mr. Douce has fhown that the word majejly was oc- 
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cafionaliy applied to kings, long before the reign of James L, a 
few years previous to which this play was written, yet War- 
burton is probably right in faying that this king was the firil in 
England that affumed the words /acred majejiy as a fettled flyle, 
to the exclulion of highncfs and g 7 ‘ace^ which were previoufly ein- 
ployeti, at the option of the fpeakcr. Thus, indifcriminately, 
Shakefpcare ufes all thcfe words, making his hiP :orical charac- 
ters fpeak the language of his, and not of their own, lime ; and it 
is tlierefore perfeclly natural that the Tanner of Ilejwoud’s days 
fliould not know what “his majefly” means, and, like Falilaa, 
ihould quibble at the Avord grace. 

Page 42. 

Dofi i/2 GIL not Fi^icno me ? Theit tfmt kncnjjeJi nobody. 

The fame words are fpoken by Hobfon to the Queen in 
Heywood’s Elizabeth^ to which they form thefecond titie» Vide 
fnpra, p. 317. 

Page 43. 

Gods blue btidkht. 

This may be called the oathkin of Odsbodikins^ cr by Godls body. 
The epithet bl,neis analogous to the French ventre oku^ or mov’ 
hleu. 

Page 44. 

?ny mate knowes ha and ret, 

Ar and re are the words one hears from tlie mule-drivers all 
day long in Spain, Avliere the verb to drive is arrJjr. 

Page 45. 

Nay thats cou 7 ifd, 

i.e., that’s a iccrct 

Ib, 

Yorhe^ Yorke, for my mony. 

See this old fong in Ritfon’s Northern Garlands, 

Page 47. 
hifs the po/i. 

This was a by-vrord for being flmt out. See Plaughton and 



r‘lic( tie’s Pdficut GrlfJlU Every Man in Jus ITi(moir/\ net iii. 
feene 3 . A A7/A/ lleywood, vol. ii. 

Page 51. 

comUilon file had all. 

It u'ns not uncommon, in familiar language, to onrit the 'ivo:d 
n/>ih7. Sec Gifrord’s Jl/ahln^>er, vol iv. p. 4 SS» 

Page 52. 

o'ranjL'/ria. 

Grande mera\ French, many thanks. 

Page 64,. 

■(f S^llo.nt Jlriiic io have the laalL 

In Ileywood's days, and long afterwards, a contefl for tlvj 
'wall- fide, in walking the flreet?, was an uncivil cliara<5leri0:ic of 
the metropolis. 

Page 65. 

d/e were too fo7td, &c, 

i.t\, foolifli. 

Page 69. 

Oiir kind henenolcvxc 

“ Tills tax (called benevolence) was devifed by Edward the 
Fourth, for which he fuflained much enuie .” — Bacads Iliflorie oj 
ihe-Paiyne of Henry the Scve^itlu 

Page 71. 

Ilcrcs old polUng^ fnhftdy, fifteen foldiers and to the poor ! 

Oid IS equivalent to what we fhould now call tvjerlafiing. 
Polling was a poll-tax ; a fublidy was the fifth part of a man’’" 
land and goods, according to a low valuation ; a.nd for fifteens, 
fee Collier’s Sliakefpcare^ vol. v. p. 197 . 

Ilh 

By my halidomc. 

This Mr. Ritfon explains, by my holy doom., or fentence at 
the refurredlion, from the Saxon haligdom ; but the word does 
not appear to have had fuch a meaning. It rather fignifies hoi/ 
nefs^ or honefiy. It likeudle denoted a facraxnent, a fanifluary, 
relics of faints, or any thing holy. It feems in later times to 
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have been corrupted into as if it expreffed the holy 

\'irL;in. Thus U'c Iiave So Jodp r,u God a7:d J-oL'iuam-: t See JJuI- 
■eiii’s Book of iko ife of feckc ‘579> 2-’' — JX'nco. 

Mr. Cral.d) Roljinfon alforejectSiti.'f'V.-/, rxiciconiKici'-' 

doni a mere iV.ihx, correiponding wiui the Gemau ik’ttn. iji 
v.'hidi iaugiuige koGif/iiini ib die urd diary i/crd lo: fui:cl:ury^ nr 
!!oly ]>]acc or ihing. I'kam^ in Cierma.n, anfwer.'i "o our in 
i"n-:jlotiJ i)i^ kiu^dcon. froodQ:'u. Tofdo'/ii, By my halida.i. ihere- 
:'.>rCj merns hy my yoonbofe. by :::y kollriofo 1 The ITiglini eic- 
I’lonaries aUriliute the fiiiTix dohi to the Saxon *^\ord for dohihiion, 
<j': Joo}J! : but this is doubtful. 

Page 72. 

JDybdl here in CafcrJochy. 

Thi.s i'sfonie cant term for a prifon, axid is not met vvitli elfe- 
here. 

IbK 

Oiitflop the kuiyOo nnforablo, 

Unlefh the King be compaliloriale. 

Page 80, 

That ho'riedl, mi^roy fianyman^ hcroo doth lie? 

Ilanymaii was a term of endeanneni, and ilii, explains tlie 
following pahage in Miichi Ado aloi't dudhasiy^ act iii. feene 2. 

‘‘He hath tv, -ice or thrice cut Cupid's bowllring, and the buie 
hangman dare not fnool.” 

So in Lords Labour Lod, acl v. feene 2 , 

‘‘ Cupid a boy, 

Ay, and a flirewd unhappy . ,^>7 toev' 


T an-vat, or tan-pit« 


Keufs? 


Page 90. 
tan fat 

Page 92, 
N:fc. 

Page 106. 


crcno/ios of the funne. 

jMr. Douce fays thefe were gold, originally coined hy T^uuis 
XI , and that their name was derived from the mint-mark ol a 
fun. I'hey were current in this kingdom by vreight, as certain 
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Englifh coins were in France. See alfo Gifford’s Ma Dinger^ voL 
i. p. 131 - 

Page 107. 

So 7 ue 7 vhaf^ it gines ?}ii\ you %mll bring from ihcJicc, 

Le.f my mind gives me, or mifgives me. 

Page 109. 

a couple of capons^ too, euery year heftde. 

This is a common refervation in old leafes, befidcs the rent. 

Page rrr. 

Played JoJm, 

Contemporary plays are full of playing Jack and playing tlu 
fitting Jack, The alliifion here is to the fong fo named : “ Shee 
eucrie day fmgs Jokn for the KlngP — Sharpniands Fleirc^ fig. hh 
ed. 1610. 

Page 117. 

Hypoerdte, 

The black letter edition of 1613, and the roman of 1626, read 
Ju 7 ‘etic. The other various readings are fo numerous and fo 
trivial, that we have not noted them. 

Page 162. 

Spuria vilulamina, &c. 

This text is from the Vulgate verfion of the Wifdom of Solo- 
mouy iii. 4. 

Page 186. 

Shoris Ditch. 

The old ballad <aija 7 ic Shore has the fame idea ; but the place 
was fo called hundreds of years before. See Stow’s Sm'Vty of 
Londofiy Thoms’ ed., p. 15S, and Fuller’s Worthies^ Jl/iddlfex. 
A ditch, or fewc?% is vulgarly called a Jho}‘L\ Heywood lias taken 
his fa< 5 ls from the old ballad, and not from hiftory. Jane Shore 
was living thirty years after the death of Edv/ard IV,, when Sir 
Thomas More wrote his Ifidory of Richard III, It appears, 
from a letter of King Richard’s in the Plarleian MSS. (Percy’s 
Rdiques^ ii. 405), that, while die was imprifoned, the folicitor* 
general wifhed to marry her, and that the king would have 
releafed her for that purpofe, if the learned gentleman could not 
be diffuaded from the match. Shore is in that letter called 
William', but Heywood has flridtly followed the names and 
tragedy of the old ballad. 
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Page 189. 

If you know not mSf you know no hodie. 

The two hillorical Plays on the Lite and Reign of Queen 
Elizabeth, with an Inlrodu( 5 lion and Notes by Mr. J. Payne 
Collier, were printed for the Shakefpeare Society in 1S51. 

Page 191. 

A Prologue to the Play of Quccnc Elhahth. 

From llcywood’s Picafant Dialogms and Dramnurs, 1637, 
]). 24S. 

Page 196. 

And made fiyjl head with you at Fromagham. 

Queen hlary fought fnelter in Framlingham Caftle, while the 
l^iike of Northumberland was endeavouring to enforce the claim 
of Lady Jane Grey. When the Lady Maiy received the news 
of her brother’s death, having long before been acquainted with 
the Duke of Northumberland’s fecret practices, the judged it un- 
fafe to remain near London, where her enemies were in full 
power ; and, therefore, pretending a fear of the plague, by reafon 
of the fudden death of one of her domeflics, fne withdrew from 
St. Edmund’s Bury, (her abode at that time; and in one day 
came to Framlinghain Caille, in the county of Suffolk, about four 
fcore miles from London, and not far from the fea ; by which, if 
tlie extremity of her fears required it, (he might have an eafy 

paffage to France 'At the fame time, news wa.- brought 

that the people of Norfolk and Sufiblk had taken their oaths to 
her.” — Bif top Godwin^ xn. Kcnnctt^ ii., 329, Stow fays — ‘'^By 
this time word \vas broiiglrl to the Tower that the Lady IMaiy 
was lied to Framlingham CafLle, in Suffolk, where the people of 
the country almofl wholly reforted to her,” — Annates^ 1615, 
p. 1052. In the old copies of this play, the name of ihe place 
is printed ‘‘ Fromagham,’" according to the ruffic and local 
pronunciation. 

Ib. 

Wlats cxpeditmi. 

This allufion to the quelling of Wyat and his adherents is a 
little premature : he was not fubdued and taken until February, 
1554 ; and tliefe incidents formed thefubjeclof a play by Dekker 
and Webfter, which was printed very imperfectly in 1607. 
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Page 197. 

Co!:rt:hy-i Earle of JXvor.piirc, 

Eilv,'ni\l Courtenay had been created iiarl of Devon, (not 
Devoiifliire) according to Slow {Anmilcs^ 1041), on 3rd Sc’p- 
tember, 1553. 

Page 198. 

Enter ISTnRcr Gagc^^ and a GentL'iooman. 

Of courffc, tlic fccne here changes to Afiiridge, where Elizabeth, 
a^ we have been already told, was rcficliiig. 

Page 199. 

SoK'dlcrs are as hot as f:}\. 

•''Arc” feems fiirpiurage, but is not neceffariiy fo, and the ialer 
copies here follovr the reading of the oarliefl. 


liK 

Enter Tame ajid wShandoyfe, rojM Sonldlers, drion, Gr-c. 

Tamo, Where’s the ihdnceffe ? 

Gasc. Oh in}’" honoured lords, 

May 1 witii reuerciicc prefunie to aske 

Wliat meanes thefe a.nies? Wliy do you tiuis begirt 

A ];oorc weahe lady, neare at point of death ? 

In his Eng‘Ia 7 vJ's Elizabeth^ Heywood thus rjieaks of this 
fccne : — ‘"This which at the firR was in the tj,ueene but meerc 
fufpition, by biQH^) t'i:irdine)*’s aggravation grew after into lier 
high indignation, in fo much that a ftricl Comniiffuni was fciU 
down to Ailirklge, \there fiiee then rojonrnev!, to have her with 
all fpeede removed from thence, and brong.'''t ii]) to T.oiuion, tiieri* 
to anfu LT all fuch criminal articles as could lie ohJcLiLcd againtl 
her. The charge was coniimUed to Sir John Vvibiams, Lord of 
Tame, Sir Edtvard I ladings, and Sir Thomas Cornv.'allis, ail 
three Councillors of State, and for the better accompdin!m>-nt fd' 
the fcrvicc, a guard of 250 horfemen were attendant on them. 
The Prlnccfs -vvas at the fame time dangeroufly deke, and oven 
almod to death : the day was quite fpent, and the e\'oning come 
on, newes being brought unto her by her fervanis (much 
aiTrighteci) that fo great a llrengtli had begirt her hoiife, and in 
fuch a time when her innocence could nut fo much as dreame of 
any thing dangerous that might be fuggcllcd againll her, it bred 
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in licVj howroevev, no fmall amazement ; but ere fhee could well 
recollect herfelfe, a great rapping v/as heard at the gate. Shee 
fending to demand the caufe thereof, inftead of returning an 
anfwer, the I.ords hept into the houfe, without demanding fo 
much as leave of the porter, and coming into the hall, where 
they met miflrefs Afliley, a gentlewoman that attended her, they 
willed her to inform her Lady that they had a meffage to deliver 
from the Queene. The Gentlewoman went up and told her 
what they had faid, who lent them word back by her againe, 
that it being then an unfeafonable time of the night, flie her 
bed and dangeroiifl3^ ficke, to intreale them, if not in courtefie, yet 
for modehies fake, to defer the delivery of their meflage till 
morning ; but they, without further reply, as fhee was returning 
to the Ih'inccifes chamber, followed her up flairs and preffed in 
after her, prefenting themfelves at her bedfide. At which fight 
llie wavS fuddenly moved, and told them that Ihe was not well 
pleafed with their uncivill intrufion. They, by her low and faint 
fpeech perceiving her debilitie and weaknefs of body, defired her 
grace’s pardon, (the Lord Tame fpeaking in excufe of all the 
refl) and told her they w'ere forry to find fuch infinnitie upon 
her, efpecially fince it was the Queen es exprefs'pleafure that the 
feventh of that prefent moneth fhee rnufl appeare before her Ma- 
jeflie, at her Court neere Weflminfier. To whom fhe anfwered 
that the Queen had not a fubjecfl: in the whole kingdom more ready 
or willing to tender their fervdee and loyalty to her Highneffe than 
herfelfe ; yet hoped, withall, in regard of her prefent difability, they 
who were eye-witneffes of her weake efiate might in their own 
charity and goodnefs difpenfe with their extremity of hall ; but 
the haft was fuch and the extremitie fo great, that their Com- 
miffion was to bring her either alive or dead. A fore Commiffion 
it is, faid firee. Hereupon they confuked with her Phjdxtians, 
charging them on their allegiance to refolve them whether fhe 
might be removed thence without imminent perill of her life. 
Upon conference together they returned anfwer that flie might 
undergo that journey Vvdthout death, though not without gi'eat 
danger, her^nfirmity being hazardfull, but not mortall. Their 
opinions thus delivered, they told her grace that Ihe muft 
of necefii ty prepare hezfelfe for the mon'0W''s journey.” — 
Page 96, &c. 

It will be feen, by the above quotation, that Heywood ufes 
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feme of the very fame exprcffions he had employed in his play, 
and fuch will be found to be the cafe hereafter. 

Page 200. 

Enter Elimbetk in her bed. 

Meaning, no doubt, that the Princefs, ill in her bed, was Ihnifl 
out upon the ftage, and the feene immediately fuppofed to be a 
bed-room. So, in A Woman Killed with Kindnefs^ we have 
Enter Mrs. Frankford in her bed.” 

Page 201. 

Enter Queen Mary, Philip, &c. 

The feene is here transferred to Wincheffcer, whither Mary had 
gone to meet Philip, and where they were married. 

Page 202. 

Philip and Mary, by the grace of God, &c. 

Slow gives their “ftyle”as follows — Philip and Mary, by 
the grace of God, King and Queen of England, France, Naples, 
Hierufalem, and Ireland, Defenders of the Faith, Princes of 
Spain and Sicily, Archdukes of Aufbrich, Dukes of Milan, Bur- 
gundy and Brebant, Counties of Afpurge, Planders, and Tyroll.” 
— An 7 tales, 1057. Bifhop Godwin adds that the fhyle was pro- 
claimed in Latin, French, and Englifh. 

Page 203. 

The twenty fifth day of this month, fnly^ 

St. James's day : Pleywood is very particular and accurate in 
this date. 

Page 204. 

What feflwall, &c. 

Thefe two lines, in edit, 1632, are made part of the Queen’s * 
fpeech. 

Ib. 

Andperfedi, as you ever have been. 

This line, like many others, is incurably defedlive. Edit 1605 
reads, “ And perfect as you ever have delivered been,” Ed. 
1623 “ as you have ever beene,’* 
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Page 205. 

In this enterprife^ and you ashe why. 

And ask you why ” — edit. 1605. The defeclive metre 
might *be fet right by inferting ** my ” before enterprife. 

Page 205—206. 

MnUr IVinciicPuCt'^ I 2 oi:'a 7 'd^ Tame^ Shandoyfc, 

and Co 72 jinuIe, 

Snjs, All forbeare this place, viilefTe the Princefs. 

IFhadi. Mada.m. 

Wc from the Queen .are join’d in full commiflion. 

They fit : Jlis kneel cs. 

Siifs, Ey your fauourj good my lord, 

Ere you proceed. — Madam, although this place 
Doih tyc you to this reuerence, it becomes not, 

You being a Princefs, to deiecfl your knee. 

*'Upon the Friday before Palme Sunday, the Bhh. of Win- 
chefler, with nine more of the Council, con vented her : being 
come before them, and offering to kneele, the Earl of Suffex would 
by no means fuffer her, but commanded a chayre to bee brought 
in for her to fit cn. Gardiner, Bifliop of Winclicfler, and then 
Lord Chancellor, taking upon him to be the mouth of the refl, 
biCgan veiw fltarply to reprove her (as if fire had beene already 
convicled) for having a hand in Wiai’s rebellion ; to whom fhe 
mildly anfwcred, witlt a modcfl proteflation, that fliee had never 
had the lead knowledge of his practice and proceedings : for 
proofe whereof, fa id fiiee, ‘ when Wyat at his death was by fonie 
malicious enemies of mine demanded whether I was any way 
knowing or acceffary to his infurreclion, even at the parting of 
life and ]:>cjdy, having prepared his foule for heaven, when no dif- 
riinulation can be fo much as fufpecled, even then he pronounced 
me guiltlelTe. Befides the like queftion being demanded cu" 
Nicholas Throckmorton and James Crofts, at their Arraigiimem, 
1 was likewife cleared by them : and being acc^uitted by all others, 
(my lords) would you have me to accufe my felfe ?’ After this 
Are was queftioned about a flirring in the Wed, rais’d by Sir 
Peter Carew, but anfwcred to every particular fo didinctly, that 
they coukl not take hold of the lead circumdance, whereby they 
might any way drengthen their accufation : which Gardiner per- 
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cciving, told her that it would be her fafeft courfe to fubmit her 
felf to the Queene, and crave pardon of her gracious JMajeflie. 
Whereunto flie anfvvered tha.t fubiniffion confefb a crime, and 
]>ardon belonged to a delinquent, either of which being proved by 
her, die would then, and not till then, make life of his Grace’s 
counceli .” — EnglimtPs Elizabeth^ page loS, 

Page 206. 

Madam, pcrliaJ}S yoti cenjure hardly, 

That was enforced in this comniijjlon. 

The meaning would feein to be, “ iMadam, perhaps, you cen- 
fure, or think, hardly of us, that were enforced in this commif- 
hon it only wants a flight alteration, to complete the verfe and 
thefeiife : thus — 

Madam, perhaps, of 7 ts you cenfure hardly, 

That were enforc’d in this commiffion.” 

Page 207. 

The fame day 

Frogjnorton was arraigned in the GuildhadL 
Stowe fays, The 17th of April, were led to the Guildhall in 
London, to be arraign'd, Sir Nicholas Tlirockmorton and Sir 
James Croft, Robert Winter and Ciithbert Vaughan Ijeing alfo 
had thither to witnefs againft them ; where that day no more was 
arraigned but Sir Nicholas Throckmorton, who tarrying from 
feven o'clock in the morning until almofl five at night, was by 
the verdiol of the jury acquit : he pleaded not guilty, anti that he 
was confenting to nothing, &c. But the jury v'hich quit him 
was commanded to appear liefore the Council at an hour’s 
warning, and the lofs of ;!^500 the piece.” — Aiuiales, 1055. We 
are to underdand, from the text, that Wyat, not I'hrockmorton, 
cleared Elizabeth before Ms death. 

lb, 

IVhat anfwcr you to Sir Peter Carew, in the IVfi. 

“ Within fix days after [the trial of Robert Dudley], tliere w as 
‘■word brought to the Court, how that Sir Peter Carow, Sir 
Gaiwine Carow, Sir Thomas Deny, with divers other, were 
up in Devonihire, in the rcfifling of the King of Spain’s coming 
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liither, and that they had taken the city of Exeter, and callle 
there, into their cuflodyd’ — Show's Annales^ p. 1044. 

Page 208. 

Enter the fix Coniicellors. 

“ IViucJi. It is the pieafiirc of her maiefi.y 
Tliai y(/a he flrai^ht coniniiiied 10 ilie Ttnu.^r^'^ Szc. 

In the muifc of thefe conceptions, Gardiner and the retl; en- 
ircd the channher, and Lold lier that it vas her iMaicfiies plcafare 
Hiee mnfL inUaiuIy be conveyed to the Tower ; that her houfehoid 
wn;, diflolvcd, and ali herfervants difeharged, except the Gentle- 
nian U dier, three Gentlewomen, and two Groomes, and that for 
her guard 200 northern white coates were appointed that night 
ti> watch about her lodging, and early the next morning to fee 
her fafely delivered into the cuR-od}’ of the Lieftenant of the 
I'ower. The very name of Tower flmck deepe horror into her, 
infomuch that the cheerful blood forfaking lier frelli cheeks left 
nothing hut afhy paleneffe in her vifage : fhee fpake thefe words 
— ‘ Alaffe my Lords, how comes it that I have fo incerifcd my 
filler and Soveraigi^e? If ii be held to be either criminal or 
capitall to he daughter to King Henry, fifuer 10 King Edward, 
of facred memory, or to bee the next in blood to the Qiicone, I 
may th.en ]'yerhaps incurre as ^veil the fe verity of cenfure as ilte 
rigour of fcntence : but otherwifo I here prutell, before Heaven 
and you, I never, either in acT: or tiiought, have as yet trefpaffed 
againll her hlajcily; whefe ])Ieaiiu*e, if it be fo liiai I mull be 
confined, and my liberty retrained, my bumble fuite is unto you 
to be Petitioners on my behalfe unto her IMajofly, that I may Ixi 
ibni unto foine other place iefs notorious, that being a prifon foi 
Tray tors and Islalefaclors in the higheft degreed Tlie Earl of Snf- 
fex prcfenrly replied that her rcqueil was both jufi and reafonabie, 
d^firing the reft of the Lords to jo’ne wiili him in her behalfe : 
whereupon the Lifnop of V\ incheRer cut him off, and loId him 
that it was the Queenes n-bfolute command, and her pleafurewas 
unalterable.'’ — E/r^iaiiEs Elizahth, page i t2. 

Elizabeth vras committed to the ToAver, according to Stow, on 
the iStli of hlarch. being Palm Sundn.y. She was coiiducltci 
thither by the LonlTre.afurer and the Earl of Sufi ex, who took her 
by water from Yv’eRininRer. — An/m/esy p. 1054. 
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Page 209. 

IVIt/i all 7 ny hem-t Ifaith. 

Edit. 1605 has “ With all my hearty faith,” and later impref- 
fions, “ With all my heart, faith.” It is a trifle, but no doubt our 
text is the true reading. 


Page 210. 

Nothing ttnpojfihlc. 

Edit. 1605 adds “to God,” but thofe words were afterwards 
omitted — no doubt in confequence of the flatute againfl: the life 
of oaths, and of the name of the Creator, on the flage, 3 Jac. 
I., c. 21. 

Ib, 

My 7 najiei's, we have ialkd fo long, that I thinke tis day. 

This may feem rather a large demand upon the imagination 
of the audience, confldering that there had been no intervening 
feene, and that the talke of the “white-coated foldiers” had 
commenced on the previous page, “ about eleven” at night. The 
fa<ft is, that at this period of our ftage, fpedators were accuf- 
tomed to allow fuch claims. 

Page 212. 

“ Enter Gage, Elizabeth, Clarentia, her Gentlewoman. 

“ Gage, Madam, you have fleppkl too thort, into the water, 
&c. 

“She went afliore, and flepped flioii:, into the water.”—- 
Rnglarnd'^s Elizabeth^ page 122. 

“ She was then delivered to the charge of the Conflable of 
ihe Tower, who received her as his prifoncr, and told her that 
he would ihow her to her lodgings ; but flic, being faint, began 
to complaine. The good Earle of Suffex, feeing her colour be- 
gin to faile, and the ready to fmkc under his armes, called for a 
chayre; but the Conftable would not fuffer it to be brought. 
Then flie fat down upon a faire ftone, at which time there fell a 
• great fliowcr of raine ; the heavens themfelves did feeme to 
weepe at fuch inhumane ufage. Suffex offered to cafl his cloake 
about her, but flie by no means would admit it. Then thb Lief- 
tenent, Bridges, intreated her to withdraw herfelfc from the 
violence of the llorm into fome ihelter, to whom flic anfwered, 
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^ I liad better to fit here then in a worfer place ; for God know- 
eth, not I, whither you intend to lead me/ ” — England* s Eliza- 
heth^ page 123. 


Page 214. 

Enter Gage. 

Gage. My Lords ^ the Princcjfe Jmmhly entreats 

That her awne fervants may bears tip her dietj &c. 

“ She was Hill kept clofe prifoner : the Conftable of the Tower^ 
then Lord Chamberlaine, would not fuffer her o-v^ni fervants to 
carry up her dyet, but put it into the hands of rude and unman- 
nerly foldiers, of w’hich ihe complaining to her Gentleman Ufher 
to have that abufe better ordered, the Lieftenant not only de- 
nyed to fee it remedied, but threatened him with imprifonmenc, 
if he againe did but urge fuch a motion : neither would he fuffer her 
own cooks to drefs her dyet, but mingled his own fervants with 
hers. ” — England* s Elizabeth, page 1 14. 

Page 216. 

Gives tJwii the petition. 

Gives them a petition, edit. 1605. 

Page 218. 

Thefe knaves will iet upon their priviledge. 

The word ‘‘‘jet’' hardly requires explanation. It is from 
jitter, French, and fignifies to fwagger, or throw onefelf about, 
affuming falfe confequence. It is of conllant occurrence in 
almoH every old author. 


Page 220. 

Entef Winchefter, Beningfield, and Tame. 

Mada 7 n, the Queejie, out of her royal bounty. 

Hath freed you from the thraldom of the Tower, &c. 

Stow tells us, “On the 19th May, Lady Elizabeth was .con- 
veyed from the Tower of London, by water, to Richmond ; 
from thence to Windfor ; and fo, by the Lord Williams, to 
Ricote, in Oxfordlhire ; and from thence to Woodftock.” — 
A finales , 1056. 

“ From thence (the Tower) [they] conveyed her to WoodHock, 
under the condudl and charge of Flenry Benningfieid, with 
^ ' B B 
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wliom was joyned in Commiffion Jolin WilliamSj the Lord of 
Tame, and a hundred Northern Blcw-Coates to attend them, 
Tlicfe prefenting theinfelves before her, the indantly appre- 
liendcd them to be her new guardians ; but at the fight of 
Si' Heniy, whom (lie had never till that time feene, flic fodainly 
darted backe, and called to one of the lords, privateiy demand- 
ing of him, whether the fcaffold were yet handing whereon the 
innocent Lady Jane had not long before fuffered? die refolved 
licr that upon his honour it was quite taken downe, and that no 
memorial thereof was now remaining. Then flree beckoned an- 
( »ther noble-man unto her, and asked of him what Sr Henry was ? 
if he knew him? or if a private inurther was committed to his 
charge, whether he had not the confcience to performe it ? An- 
fvver was made that he was a man whom the Queene refpedled, 
and the Chancellour much favoured.” — E?igla 7 id's Elisabeth,^ 
page 146. 

Page 221. 

Is yet the fcaffold Jianding 07 i Totver Hill, 

Whereon young Gniford and the Lady Jane 
Did fuffer death 1 

He3r\vood here mifreprefents the facl, for Lady Jane Grey wa-S 
not executed on Tower Hill, but within the Tower, on the 1 2 th 
Febi-uaiy, 1554—5* 

Page 222. 

Enter Elizabeth, Beningfield, Gage, and Tame. 

Omnes. The Lord prferve thy fzaeet Grace / 

Eliz. What are thefe ? 

Gage. The tozotie/mcfi of the country, &:c. 

“ The next morning, the coiiiilry people, underflanding wdrich 
way die \vas to take her journey, had affembled theinfelves in 
divers places, fome praying for her prefervation and liberty ; others 
prefented her with nofegayes, and fuch expreffion of their loves as 
the countrey afforded. The inhabitants of neighbour villages 
commanded the Beis to be rung ; fo that, with the loud acclama- 
tions of People, and the found of Bels, the very ayre did eccho 
with the prefervation of Elizabeth. Which being perceived by 
lienry Benningflcld, he called them rebels and Iraytors, beat- 
ing them back with his truncheon. As for the ringers, he made 
their pates ring noone before they were releafed out of the flocks. 
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The Princeffe intreated Mm in their behalfe, and defired that he 

would defift from the rigour ufed to the people. 

At every word he fpoke he ftill had up his Commiffion, which 
the Priiiccfs, taking notice of, told him he was no better than her 
Goaler. The very name of Goaler moved his patience ; but 
knowing not how to mend himfelfe, he humbly intreaicd her 
grace not to ufe that name, it being a name of diilionoiir, a fcaii" 
dall to his gentry. — ^ It is no matter,’ (faid The) ‘ Sir Iieiiry ; me- 
thinkes that name and your nature agree well together. Let me not 
heare of that word Commiffion : as ofi as you but nominate your 
Commiffion, fo oft will I call you Gaoler.’ As Hie paffed along 
towards Wind for, divers of her fervants, feeing her paffe fo fadiy 
by the v'ay, being fuch as had been formerly dlfcharged at the 
diffoliition of her houfehold, reqnefled her Grace that fhe w'Oiild 
vouchfafe to refolvc them whither flie was carrjmd? to whom fhe 
lent back an aiifwer in thefe two narrow words, Tanqitam Ovts. 
— England's Elizabeth^ page 1 55. 

Page 223, 

£ntcy Beningfidd^ 

We mufl fuppoie that the feene here changes to the houfe of 
.Lord Tame, 

Page 224. 

Beningfield and Barwick, /lis man,. 

Bextng. Ba^'iaick^ is this ihc chah'e of Jlate? &c. 

“Sir lEemy being thus oppofed, %vent ii]3 into a chamber, [at 
the houfe of Lord Tame] where was prepared a chayre, two 
ciifhions, and a rich carpet for her grace to fit in ; hut he, im- 
patient to fee fuch princely furniture for her entertainment, rather 
than hee rnould not bee taken notice of, like Heroftratu.s, that 
fet the Temple of Diana on fire oncly to get him a name, liee 
prefunipliioufly fate in the chayre, and called one Banvicke, his 
man, co puli off his bootes : wliich being known ail over the 
houfe, he was well derided for his uncivili behaviour.” — Eng- 
land's BlhahUh^ page 160. 


Jb. 

Well faid, Ba?'idcA\ 

“Well faid” was, 01 old, often iiied for w'ell tfLw, See 
Siiakefpeare, edit. Collier, iii., 39 ; iv. 330; vi., 337, &c. 

E IJ 2 
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Page 224. 

Enter the EngUJhman and Sd^aniard. 

The fcene is here transferred to London — to Charing Crofs — 
where this rencontre is faid to have occurred. 

Page 225. 

Oh vojlro mmzdado, grand Emperaio, 

Sic in orig, ; but perhaps we ought to read, At viie/iro man- 
dato^ grande Mmperador, Heywood poffibly thought that what 
ho wrote would pafs with his audience for fufiiciently good 
Spanifli ; or, more probably, it was mifprinted by the old typo- 
grapher. 

Ib. 

Your grace may pur chafe glory from aboz'e. 

Edit. 1632 fubftitutes honoziriox “glory.” 

3 , 

Then here to Jiay, and be a mutiner. 

Mutiner is the old word, in the fame way as Engtner in Hafn- 
lel^ adl iii. fc. 4. — 

“ For ’tis the fport, to have the enginer 

Hoifl with his own petar.” 

Gabriel Harvey, in Fierce's Supererogation , 1593, calls Nafli “ the 
dreadful enginer of phrafes.” hlodcrn editors have fubfliluted 
“engineer,” in the palTage in Ilawicti without retledling what 
was the language of the time when Shakefpeare wrote. 

Page 226. 

Enter Elizabeth, Beningficld, Clarentia, Tame, Gage, and 
Barwickc. 

Eliz. What fearful terror doth affaile my heart ? kc. 

“ Pie Pier Gentleman Uflicr] found Sr Henry Bemiingfiekl and 
the Lord of Tame walking together, and having fiiigled out the 
L. of Tame, told him that the caufe of his coming was to be re- 
folved, whether there were any fecrct plot intended againft her 
gi-ace that night or no? and if there were, that he and his fel- 
lows might know it, for they fliould account thcmfelvcs happy to 
lofc their lives in her rofeue. The Lord of Tame nobly re];lyed that 
all fuch fears were needleiTe, for if any fuch thing were attempted, 
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^ he and all liis followers would fpend their blonds in her defence.’' 
— EnglaHii's Blbaktli, page 1 53. 

Page 228. 

* ' Beningdeld takes a book a 7 id lookes mto it. 

The probg,ble meaning of this old ftage dire< 5 lion is, that after 
Beningfield has taken up the book (which turns out to be a Bible 
in Englifli) he overlooks and repeats what Elizabeth has written. 
This couplet is imputed to Elizabeth in Foxe’s Adis and 
ments, and from thence Heywood may Ixave derived it. 

Ib. 

Bening. What has Jhe written here P 

“Before her departure from Woodffcocke, having private 
notice that one M. Edmond Tremaine and M. Smithweeke were 
on the racke, and flridBy urged to have accufed her innocence, 
at her remove from tlience ihe wrote thefe two -verfes with her 
diamond in a glaffe window : 

‘ Much fufpedled by me, 

Nothing proved can be, 

‘ Quoth Elizabeth, Prifoner.' 

Immediately after, order came down to bring her up to Court. 
England's Elizabeth, page 188. 

Page 230. 

His /word drawne. 

Probably Barwick had dravm his fword, but it is not eafy to 
afeertain to whom the pronoun “his " applies here. 

Page 231. 

Our C/ianceliorf lords. 

Gardiner had been appointed Lord Chancellor on 23rd 
Auguft, 1553. See Lord CampbelFs Ziz/es, ii,, 54. Stow gives 
the fame date. “The 23 of Auguft, the Queen delivered ifce 
Great Seal to Dodlor Gardener, Bifliop of Winchefter, and 
made him Lord Chancellor.”^ — Annales, 1041, 

Ib. 

Winch. Fellow, what then F — This warranty that co^tcernes 
The Princefs death Jhuffle among/i the reji ; 

ZZdll ne’^reperu/d t. 

“ In the interim, a warrant came downe, imder feale, for her 
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exocuUott. Gardiner was the oncly BiTedaliis and inventor of the 
engine ; but Mailer Bridges had the honour of her delivery ; for 
he no fooner received the warrant, but, miftnifting falfe play? 
prcfently made haft to the Queen. Shoe was no fooner informed, 
but renounced the leaft knowledge thereof, called Gardiner and 
others whom file fufpedlcd before her, blamed them for their 
inhumane ufage of her, and took advice for her better fecurity ; 
and thus was Achitophers bloudy device prevented. — England^ s 
EUzahdh, page 146. 

Page 232. 

To 7 ‘efctie mnoccnce fo mare betray'd. 

Edit. 1605 reads “ too foom betray’d/’ 

Ib, 

Enter Clown and Clarentia. 

Of courfe, in the country, where Beningfield had the cuftody 
of Elizabeth. 

Page 233. 

When I would a /corn'd to carry coals. 

This phrafe often occurs in our old writers, to indicate fubmif- 
fion to injury, indignity, or unworthy office. 

Ik 

I am Jure my curtail will carry 7 ne as fad as your double 
Gelding, 

A ‘‘curtail” was a docked, or ftiort-tailed horfe : the Clown 
means to pun upon “ double gelding” and double gilding. 

Page 234. 

Ejiterfour torches. 

The feene changes to Hampton Court, in the neighbourhood 
of which Elizabeth had arrived in the preceding feene. Among 
the dramatis perfonce prefent, the important charadler of “the 
Queen” is omitted. This interview is fuppofed to occur at 
night. 

Page 235. 

Queen. Call the Frincefs ! 

Exeunt for the Frijtcefs, Philip behind the an'as, 

“ At laft, after many letters written, long fuite, and great 
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friends made, die was admitted to the prefence of the Queene, 
whofe face in two years and more the had not feene. King 
Philip having before mediated for her, and placed Mmfelfe, iin* 
knowne to the Queene, behind the hangings of Arras, on piir- 
pofe to heare tlie difcourfe, her grace, about ten of the clocke at 
night, was fent for into the prefence ..... King Philip, 
having privately overheard the conference, was now fully fettled 
in a good opinion of her loyalty.” — JEnglanifs Elhabdh^ page- 

197. 

Page 235. 

A-^id fears of my Queens frowns. 

Our reading here is that of the later copies : edit. 1605 hai., 
“Ao'T'fea.r of my Queen’s irowm,” v/hicli does not exprefs what 
Elizabeth means, viz., that her tears w^ere compelled in part by 
joy, and in part by fear. 

Page 236. 

Unnobles all his children. 

All children, edit. 1605. 

Ib, 

And when they have all done their worji. 

The fenfe feems to require that we fliould read, And when 
they have all done their worfl,’! though the word italicifed is 
wanting in the original. The addition alfo improves the inea- 
fiire, which, however, is generally fo irregular as to be a veiy 
unfure guide. 

Page 237. 

Retnrjie I f mil, 

Philip w-ent ro Flanders on 4th September, I 555 ? returned 
to England 23rd March, 1557. 

Page 23S, 

My hones to earth I give, &c. 

Bifhop Gardiner died on I2lh November, after the departure 
of Philip to Flanders. 


ro. 

Heaven fhield my mAJlrifs. 
Heaven hlefs my miftrefs, edit. 1633. 
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Page 238. 

0 U'zms the rarcjfl JJio'ilk 
ih-avc^ lliow, edit 1632. 


Page 240. 

Or elfe that Cardinal Poole is fodainlf dead. 

Cardinal Pole did not, in fadl, die until fome hours after 
OueenMary : however, Hey wood, like other play-wrights of his 
tlay, did not profefs to treat matters hiflorically, but dramatically. 
Stow {Amiales^ p. 1073) tells us that Pole died on the lame day 
'IS Queen Mary. 

Ib, 

Enter Elizabeth i Gage, and Clarenfia, above. 

That is, we may prefume, in the balcony at the back of the old 
dage. Fdizabeth was at Hatfield at the time of the death of her 
fiRer. The three bearers of the news of the acceffion of Eliza- 
beth mud have Rood on the boards, and from thence addreffed 
the Queen in the balcony above. 

Page 241. 

Ri/e thou, Jird Baro7i that we ever made, 

Hemy Carew (or Carey) fon and heir of William Carew, by 
hlary, daughter of the Earl of Wiltfhire, and filler of Anne 
Boiejm, mother of Elizabeth, confequently firft coufin to the new 
S^ueen, was not, in faifl, created P>aron Plunfdon until 13th 
January, 1559. 

Page 243. 

Enter the Clowne and one more with faggots. 

One more” was the fmallefi: number that would anfwer the 
liurpofe, and perhaps the largeft number the company could 
fpare. 

Ib, 

And yet, methmke, twere ft 
But yet, methink, ’twere fit ” — edit. 1632. 

Page 244, 

Nor doe I you commend. 

** Kor do you much commend ” — edit. 1632. 
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Page 244. 

A Sennet. 

i e , , a fimndlng of tnmipets — fometimes, perhaps more pro- 
perly, printed, a fonriet, ASl iii. fc. i of Henry VL, Part IL, 
opens with A Sennet.’" See alfo Henry FIIZ aci ii, fc. 4, 
which begins, ‘‘Trumpets Sennet, and Cornets.” 

Page 246. 

Before you let that Piirfe mtd Mace he borne. 

It feems doubtful to whom the Queen addreffes this and the 
thi-ee preceding lines. Sir Nicholas Bacon was not made 
Keeper of the Great Seal till December 22, 1558 *. on the 
fecond day of her reign (November 18, 1558) Elizabeth had 
taken it from Archbifhop Heath, having thus early determined 
that he fliould not continue in office, although he was made one 
of her Privy Council. “ The Purfe and Mace” fpoken of in the 
line we have quoted, might be the infignia of the Dord Cham- 
berlain, but Lord Plunfdon was not appointed to that office 
until afterwards : Lord Howard of Effingham firft filled that 
poll, according to Camden’s Elizabeth. — Kennett, ii., 369, 

Ib. 

Sennet about ike Stage in order. The Maior of London 
meets them. 

Maior. I from this dtie, London, doeprefent 
This purfe and Bible to your Maiefty, &c. 

“ But being come to the Little Conduit in Cheape, fhee per- 
ceived an offer of Love, and demanded what it might fignify ? 
One told her Grace that there was placed Time. ‘ Time, Time ! 
(faid fhee) ‘ and Time, I praife my God, hath brought me hither. 
But what is that other with the Booke ?’ She was refolved that 
it was Truth, the daughter of Time, prefenting the Bible in 
EngUfh, whereunto fhe anfwered, ‘ I thanke the Citie for this 
guift above all the reft : it is a Booke which I will often and 
often read over.’ Then fhe commanded Sir John Perrot, one of 
the Knights that held up the Canopie, to go and receive the 
Bible ; but being informed that it was to bee let downe mito her 
by a filken firing, fiiee commanded him to flay. In the interim, a 
Purfe of gold was prefented by the Recorder, in tlie behalfe of 
the City, which fliee received with her owne hand.” — England* s 
Elizabeth, page 234. 
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Page 251. 

Prinms. Saemi Prima» 

This is the only mark of an adl or fccne in the whole play, 
but the divifions are ufiially pretty evideut, from the courfe of the 
incidents, or from the progrefs of the dialogue. In our notes, 
wherever it feemed at all neceffary, we have poihlcd out the 
changes of feenes ; but, of courfe, the feparation of the different 
adls could only be a matter of conje<Slure, which, as heretofore, 
is left to the reader. We muft fuppofc this firfl feene to occui* 
in Grefham’s warehoufe. 

Page 253. 

London will yeeld you partners enoio. 

In this line, “partners’’ is to be read as a trifyllable; and 
fuch was formerly the cafe with various words now ufed as diffyh 
lables. 

Page 254. 

You to Portingall. 

The common name of Portugal at that date. 

Page 255. 

My mo 7 'ning exercife Jfiall he at Saint Antlins* 

A new morning prayer and Icdure, the bells for which be- 
gan to ring at five in the morning, was eflabli fired at St. Antho- 
lin’s, in Budge Row, 'after Geneva fafiuon,’ in September, 1559 P 
Cunningham's Handbook of London, 2nd edit., p. 15 : where fee 
alfo other information as to the puritanical charadder of the 
preachings at St. Antolin’s, or St. Anthony’s. 

Page 256. 

lie beat linnen-buckes. 

Linen Was of old carried to the wafir in buck-baflicts, and here 
by “ linen-bucks” John Grclham feems to intend the linen that 
was contained in the bucks, and which was to be beaten in the 
water to make it clean, “ This ’tis to have linen and buck- 
• balkets .— Wives of Windfor, adl iii. fc. 5. 

Jb, 

Now, afore God, 

Now, as I live *^ — edit 1632. 
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Page 257. 

The Dagge:}' in Cheafe, 

The Dagger Tavern was in Cheapfide ; and hence, as appears 
afterwards, Dagger-pies, often mentioned by our old writers. In 
vol. ii. of Extracts from the Stationer^ Regi/iers, p. 171, is 
mentioned the publication of “ A fancie on the fall of the Dagger 
in Cheap,” which may mean either that the houfe, or the fign 
which it bore, fell down ; probably the latter, although the Editor, 
in his note on the entry, fuppofed the word “fall ” applied to 
the houfe. There was alfo a Dagger Tavern in Holbom : fee 
Cunningham’s of London^ 2nd edit., p. 152. 

Ih, 

Your punhes and cockatrices. 

A cockatrice was the old cant name for a profutute. 

Page 258. 

As 'white as Bears teeth. 

PoiTibly, thefe words apply to the white money the Pedlar 
puts down, “ to pay the old debt,” before he contracls a new 
one. 


Page 259. 

and tis thought yello'w will grow a cujiome. 

It did fo ; and, in facl, it w^as fo when Heywood wrote, as he 
he informs us, though the “ cuftom ” afterwards became almoft 
^niverfal. 

Page 261. 

The hot-houfes m Deepz. 

A “ hot-houfe” w^as then a very common name for a brothel. 

Page 267. 

Fore God^ tis true, 

“ Indeed^ true ’ ’ — edit. 1 632. W e have not thought it necelTary 
always to note variations of this kind, occafioned by the greater 
ftridlnefs of the law fubfequent to the publication of the edition 
of 1606. 

Page 270. 

I hope^ John^ you fears God. 

“ I hope, John, you fear 'wJiat you ought to fear — edit. 1632. 



Page 272. 

Let me be called Cut. 

A term of contempt or abufe which has occurred before, and 
is ufed by Shakefpeare. See Tivctfth a 61 ii., fc. 3... 

(edit. Collier, iii., 359) where it is fufficiently explained, and its 
antiquity cflabliflied. 

Ik 

Enter Honefly the Sergeant^ and Quiche, 

The feene here changes to a llreet, as is obvious from the 
courfe of the dialogue. 

Page 273. 

The miohmgjlave. 

“ Miching ” means ftealing. See Shakefpeare, edit. CoUiei', 
vii., 271, where it is alfo ftated that “ malleclio,” in Hamlet^ is 
probably meant for the Spanilh word malhecho. 

Page 277. 

That freed a begger at the grate of Lud-gate. 

That freed from begging Sit the grate at Ludgate — edit. 1632, 
which, from the floiy, feems to be the true reading. Slow, 
in his Sui'vey of London^ ^ 599 } P* 33 > the name Stephen 

Forfrer. 

Page 27S. 

Although my children laugh, the poor may cr^f* 

Edit. 1632 gives the line thus : — 

The poor may laugh, although my children cry f 
which is a reading clearly not attributable to the poet Iiimfelf. 

Page 282. 

Enter Jidin Tawnie-coat, 

The. feene changes to a ftrect into which Hobfon’s ihop opens. 
The Pedlar is frill called John Tawny-coat, but he now wears a 
grey coat 

Ik 

Coming from the Stocks. 

The Stocks, as it was called, frood on the ground now occu- 
pied by the Mannon Houfe. (Cunningham’s Handbook of Lon- 
don, p. 473, 2nd edit.) The figns of the houfes mentioned by 
Tawny-coat form a curious note of locality : they were, no 
doubt, the very figns exifting there in Heywood’s time. 



Page 2S3. 

At JSri/iotu fair. 

Briftol was then ufually written and printed Brijitm). 

Page 284. 

Their tiiajhrs ha ire raw through his Iioodi. 

Through his head ” — edit. 1606. 

TK 

J'>o you hear, hoyden? 

Gifford (Jonfon's Works, vi., 171) fayv> that hoidon is con- 
fined to defignate fome romping i^irl hut, in la cl, it wa.s ap- 
plied to both foxes, and here we have it addreffed to the Pedlar, 

Ih. 

Tell if out with a wanion. 

i. with a veugcauce, of which one may poffibly be a corrup- 
tion of the other ; the etymology of wanion ” is very doubtful. 

Page 2S5. 

Jt he is beftdes hiin. 

It appears the poor fellow is bcfides himfclf ’’ — edit 1652. 

Page 2S9. 

To any man will buy them and re/no^’c them. 

Stow {Annales, 16x5? p- 1117) fptiaks as follows ol Ibis under- 
taking and its completion ; — “ Certain hoiifcs in Oornhill being 
firft pitrchafed by the citizens of London, at iheir charges, for 
certain thoiifands of pounds, were in the month of February 
cried by the Bellman, and afterwords fold to fuch perfons as 
ihould take them down and carry them from ihencc ; \vluch was 
'done in the monlJis of Ain'il and next following. And then, 
the ground being made plain, at the charges alfo of the city 
(having cofl them, one way and other, more thrai five thoiifami 
pound) poffefhon thereof w'as by certain Aldermen, in the name 
of the whole citizen?, given to tlie right worlhipful Sir 'I^'homas 
Grefham, kniglit, agent to the highnefs, there to build a 

place for merchants Lcj afre-niilc in, at hi-, own proper chaages : 
who on the fcventii of June laid ihe firn: fume of ihe foundation 
(being brick) and forihwiui the worh.nen followed upon the 
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ame with fucli diligence, that by the month of November, in the 
year of our Lord 1567, the fame was covered with Hate. And 
on the 22 day of December, in the year of our Lord, 1568, the 
merchants of London left their meetings in I^oinbard Street, at 
fuch times as they had accuHomed there to meet, and this day 
came into the new Burfe, builded by Sir Thomas Grefliani, as is 
alorc lliowed.’* 

Page 290. 

The round is grated. 

The old copies have greater, but we have ventured to alter it 
to grated^ in conformity with what follows, where Sir T. 
Gretham explains the nfe of the “ grates,” Greater hardly makes 
fenfe of the paffage. 

Page 291. 

Here, like a parifli for good Citizens. 

Perhaps we ought to read parvis for ‘‘parilh but the old 
copies are uniform. 

Page 292. 

A blazing far. 

This blazing ftar, mentioned in the margin, may have eafily 
been rendered vifible to the audience by artificial means. 

Page 293. 

The baiile of Akafar. 

The incidents relating to this battle had been brought upon 
the ftage by George Peele (at Icaib the pla> has in modern times 
been plaufibly imputed to him) in a drama entitled 7 'he Battle of 
Alcazar, fought in Barhary, hehmen Sebajlian, King of Portugal 
and Abdelmekc, King of Morocco. With the death of Captam 
StukeLyf &c., 4to, 1594. See Pcele’s Works, edit. Dyce, ii,, 82. 
A play in which Stukelcy figured was performed by Ifenllowe’s 
company in 1596 : fee Henhlowe's Diary, p. 77 * Whctilone, in 
his Mnglifh Myrtvr, 1586, p. 84, gives a narrative of the battle, 
but does not mention Stukeley. 

Page 294. 

It may be the hang^man will buy fame of it for halters. 

Hobfon had fent for matches of goods, or pieces of fimilar 
pattern and fabric ; and John Grefliam had bought for him two 
thoufand pounds’ worth of fuch match as was of old ixfed by fol- 



3S3 


diers for fetting fire to gunpowder and other combuftibles : it was 
made of tow, like rope. 

Page 295. 

My doubt is more. 

Poffibly, “doubt” is a mifprint for ; but doubt” is in- 
telligible, and all the old copies concur in that word. 

Page 296. 

TAe pidlures graven of all the EngliJJt kings. 

Cy “pidliires” was fometimes, of old, meant Jlatues—^tx\i2.'^^ 
becaufe dalues were formerly often painted. This ihould be 
borne in mind in reading the laffc fcene of The Wintej‘^s Tale. 
The word ‘‘rooms,” in the preceding line, means merely f laces ^ 
or niches. 

Ib. 

Admirable. 

So edits. 1606 — 1623; ^^2,t of 1632 has, “Very admirable, 
and worthy praife.” 

Page 297. 

The waits in Sergeants gowns. 

The waits were the city muficians, and they were perhaps 
dreffed “ in Sergeants’ gowns,” for greater ftate. They are again 
mentioned in a later fcene. 


Page 29S. 

Thai fhifs rich fraught. 

Edit. 1606 omits “fraught,” and edit. 1623 omits “rich.” 

Jb. 

The feticf'al Ambaf'adors there will heare. 

“ Then will hear ” — edit. 1606. 

Page 301. 

Thus treads on a kings prefcnt. 

“ Meaning the flippers,” are explanatory words inferted in the 
margin of the earlier editions. 

Page 302. 

Enter Tawny-coat^ with a fpade. 

Tawny-coat is the Pedlar, John GoodfelioTv, called, as we 
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have feen, Tawmy-coat from the clrcfs lie wears early in the 
play. lie has lieen reduced to extreme poverty, and the fceiie 
here mult be imdcrflood to reprefent the neigh f)oiirliootl of Dept- 
ford, not very far from the Bankfide. We miifl bear in mind 
that even the immediate vicinity of the Bankfide, efpecially 
towards Newington Butts, was then all open fields "and marfliy 
grounds, much covered with wood, and not, as now, confifling 
merely of flrcets and houfes. 

Page 302. 

WJuther wilt ihoic w/t ? 

A proverbial exclamation of frequent occurrence, and ufed by 
Shakefpeare in As You Like It 

Page 304. 
yohn Rowland fir. 

By an error of the tranferiber or printer, or by tlie forgetful- 
nefs of. the poet, John Goodfellow, as Tawny-coat has been 
hitlierto called, is here, and henceforth to the end of the play, 
named John Rowland. Robin Goodfellow^ the fprite, has been 
mentioned on the preceding page, and poffibly the confufion has 
been occafioned by this circumflance. 

Page 306. 

hut T doe not think him- gnlUy^ yet I could fay. 

So the firft edition (1606) : the edition of 1623 has droppeil 
out all the words after ‘‘doe not,*' leaving the fpeech incomplete. 
The edition of 1632 adds, “ But I do not fpcak what I think, 
and yet I think more at this time than I moan to fpeak.” 


Ih, 

As he no queHion does defeme, 

“ Does deferve fomethingf edit. 1632. Other minor variations 
occur in this part of the feene. 

, Page 307. 

Mnter yohn and Cmieza^z, 

The feene here Mfts to France j the licence aliov/ed to our 
old draniatifts, and llie loud calls they made ';pun the imagina- 
tions of their auditors, are ihoiyn by the iucidenl that liubfon 
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firfi wanders to Deptford, and then proceeds to France in his 
nightcap, gown, and flippers, in order to dctetfl John Grefliam in 
his pranks, 

' Page 307. 

ymi'Ie ha* the firH venney. 

V€ru'y\ OF venic, was a fencing term, from the French, and fig- 
nifled the touch or blow with the foil ; ^^the firfl; veney” is the 

firll hit 

Ih 

IVhy than the Englifhinan for thy money. 

This expreffion was proverbial, and a play was written by 
William liaughlon, and printed in 1616, under the title of 
.UJhmen for 7ny Maney^ or a Woman will have her Will* 

Page 309. 

Enter nt the other end of the ftage Ilohfoif. 

John and the Court efan withdraw from one room into anollicr, 
and, immediately, the ftage is fuppofed to reprefent the outfit le 
of a houfe. Hobfon knocks at a door, and is anfwered by Puclla^ 
(as flie is called in the ilage direction) probably from tlie balcon)' 
which then was to be taken for a window. 

Page 310. 

Do^ fny fweete Buffamacke. 

Buffalmaco is the name of a hero in Boccaccio, (Day viii.- 
nov. 3) and lie was brought upon the Englilh ftage by IMa-Tton ; 
but why that name, or any corruption of it, Ihoiild have betii 
applied to this wench, we cannot determine. 

Page 3x1. 

A haberdaflier oj fmall wares. 

John fays ofn// wares, for the fake of his pretcndefl excufc, 
and Hobfon correifts him ; but edit. 1632 has all in both p 
by which tlie joke, fuch as it is, is facrificed* 

Page 313. 

Miofar wan. a moy* 

This, and fomc of the gibberifh that follows, could hardly he 
intended by Hey wood for French, but merely for fomethirsg that 
founded like it. We print it as it ftands in the original 
^ C C 
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Page 315. 

A^o wore of French knte^ no mare French Ioffe Jh ail do. 

This is not very clear, and edit. 1632 fubflitntes “No more of 
French, no more French craft fliall do.” To omit “of" in the 
line as it ilands in the text, would improve ])oth Cenfe and 
metre. 

Page 316. 

Enter Sir Thonnu Famjie, &c. 

After the preceding highly comic and well managed, though 
not very probable, feene, the flage now again reprefents part of 
the city of London. The firft words of Sir Thomas Ramfey’s 
fpeech afford another out of innumerable inflances where “well 
/aid'' is to be taken for well done. 


Page 319. 

And whiljl this voice flies throtigk the City forth-right» 

Ed. 1632 reads “ftreets” for City, 

Ib, 

Enter Afcnmll and Lady Ramfle, 

The precife interval fuppofed to occur between this feene anc 2 
the lafl is not kno^vn, as no authority that we have been able to 
confult gives the dale of the laft illnefs and death of Sir Thomas 
Kamfey. The ftage now reprefents his houfe. 

lb. 

A mafler of the llofpitall. 
i.e.i Chrifl’s Hofpital. 

Page 322. 

Whofe veriue all the world 

A fentence, we may fuppofe, purpofcly left incomplete; but in 
ome of the later editions the blank is filled up by, “Whofe 
virtue is unmatek'di* 

Ib. 

Enter Dodl, Pa^y, 

It is curious, to compare Heywood’s treatment of this fubjedl, 
f.f., the attempted affaffination of Queen Elizabeth by Bodlor 
Parry, with that of Dekker in his Whore of Babylon^ publidied a 
year later (1607). 
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Page 326. 

yls Jhe tumes hack^ &c. 

Tins flage-diredlion was added in the edition of 1632* 

Ib, 

Pardon^ thou viliam, Jkewes thou art a traitor, 

h"dit. 1632 gives the line, ‘‘ Pardon, thou villain, that Jfhows 
thou art a traitor/’ 

Page 327. 

Arife, 

We doubt if this word were not meant for a ilage-diredlion 
We may conclude that Parry fell upon his knees, and that the 
Queen’s fpeech ended with the clofe of the couplet. 

Page 330. 
till death us depart 

This is the old and true word in the marriage ceremony : in 
modern times, when the meaning of to “depart,” as to feparaie^ 
was forgotten, do part has been fubHituted for depart. 

Page 332. 

Enter Chorus, 

The editions of this play, in 1606 — 1623, have no part of this 
Chorus, which is firft found in edit. 1632. From that impreffion 
WQ have reprinted all the reft of this play, fmee it varies impor- 
tantly from the earlier copies. 

Page 334. 

Climes that took up the gnatejl part o’ ihl card. 

Card” was then the ordinary term for map: hence, “to 
fleer by the card and, figuratively, “ to talk by the card,” in 
reference to exadlnefs and fafety of difccurfe. 

Page 337. 

Drum and colours. Enter ike Earle of Lecefkry See, 

The feene now becomes the famous camp near Tilbury ; but 
we may be faid to have no means of deciding how' far the flage 
, itfelf and its appurtenances accorded with thefe changes. Per- 
haps little more was done than what was eifedlcd by the appear- 

c c 2 



arice of the perfons and their accoutrements, and the menUciri, 
very early in the dialogue, of the fapiwfcd place of aclion. 

Drum and colours” may Ihow that one drum and one pair of 
colours anfwercd the jrurpofe. 

Page 351. 

Epilogiu\ 

Printed in Ileywood’s Fkafant Dialogues and Dmmmds 
(Loud. 1637), p. 249. 
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